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INTRODUCTION 


This  book  is  designed  to  furnish  a  rich  and  varied  supply 
of  reading  matter  suited  to  the  interests  and  needs  of  children 
in  the  early  part  of  the  grammar  school  work.  The  selections 
have  been  made  with  great  care  from  among  the  masterpieces 
of  British  and  American  literature.  Many  familiar  old  pieces 
that  have  stood  the  test  of  time  are  included  in  the  list.  They 
are  the  songs  that  will  always  be  sung  and  the  stories  that  will 
always  be  told.  The  grouping  into  separate  parts  will  aid  both 
teachers  and  pupils  in  classifying  the  material,  indicating  at  a 
glance  the  range  and  variety  of  literature  offered. 

Part  One  includes  both  poetry  and  prose.  The  stirring  notes 
of  patriotism  with  which  the  book  opens  find  fitting  supplement 
in  the  charming  stories  which  follow,  “The  Barefoot  Boy”  being 
typical  of  the  entire  group.  The  series  of  nature  poems,  the 
group  relating  to  character  and  that  relating  to  the  music  of  the 
bells,  complete  a  collection  of  literary  creations  notable  for  their 
charm  of  expression  and  conspicuous  for  their  beauty  of  thought 
and  imagery. 

Part  Two  contains  some  of  the  heroic  tales  of  Greece  and 
Rome.  These  fine  old  legends  of  adventure  and  heroism,  handed 
down  from  the  dawn  of  history,  have  delighted  old  and  young 
for  countless  generations.  They  typify  the  noblest  and  best 
ideals  of  heroic  conduct  in  ancient  times  and  offer  exceptional 
material  for  character-building  at  this  impressionable  period 
in  the  child’s  life.  These  stories  are  adapted  from  the  stories 
from  Homer  and  Virgil  by  Prof.  Alfred  J.  Church. 

Part  Three  presents  a  few  of  the  great  American  authors,  and 
no  apology  is  needed  for  the  names  included  in  the  list  offered. 
They  represent  the  makers  of  American  literature  and  the 
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selections  chosen  are  those  best  suited  to  children  of  this  age. 
From  Franklin  to  Holmes,  the  spirit  and  thoughts  of  our  devel¬ 
oping  nation  are  set  forth  in  a  literature  distinctively  American, 
and  some  of  the  choicest  treasures  of  that  creative  period  are 
here  brought  together.  Through  these,  the  children  may  become 
familiar  with  the  life  of  the  past  and  may  be  made  conscious  of 
some  of  its  lessons  for  the  present  and  the  future.  They  may 
thus  come  to  know  and  love  American  authors  and  their  works. 

The  biographies  are  intended  to  portray  in  brief  form  the 
personal  characteristics  and  lives  of  the  authors,  making  them 
more  interesting  and  real  to  the  children,  giving  them  the 
human  touch  and  incidentally  furnishing  helpful  data  for  inter¬ 
preting  their  writings.  The  biographical  introduction  to  Part 
Three  gives  a.  related  story  of  the  lives  of  American  authors 
from  whose  writings  selections  have  been  made  in  this  book. 
‘‘Helps  to  Study”  include  questions  and  notes  designed  to 
stimulate  inquiry  on  the  part  of  pupils  and  to  suggest  fruitful 
lines  for  discussion.  Only  a  fewT  points  are  suggested,  to  indicate 
the  way,  and  no  attempt  is  made  to  cover  the  ground  in  all 
directions  :  that  remains  for  the  teacher  to  do. 

While  placing  emphasis  primarily  on  interpreting  the  selection 
for  the  reader  himself,  the  formalities  necessary  to  give  the  full 
force  of  the  selection  to  the  hearer  must  not  be  overlooked. 
The  technique  of  reading,  though  always  subordinate  and  sec¬ 
ondary  to  the  mastery  of  the  thought,  nevertheless  claims  con¬ 
stant  and  careful  attention.  Good  reading  requires  clear  enunci¬ 
ation  and  correct  pronunciation,  and  these  can  be  secured  only 
when  the  teacher  steadily  insists  upon  them.  The  increase  in 
our  school  population  of  children  in  whose  homes  a  foreign  lan¬ 
guage  is  spoken,  and  the  influence  this  has  upon  clearness  and 
accuracy  of  speech  furnish  added  reason  for  attention  to  these 
details.  Special  drill  exercises  should  be  given  and  the  habit 
of  using  the  dictionary  freely  should  be  firmly  established  in 
pupils.  The  ready  use  of  the  dictionary  and  other  reference 
books  for  pronunciation  and  meaning  of  words,  for  historical 
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and  mythical  allusions  should  be  steadily  cultivated.  Without 
doubt  much  of  the  reading  accepted  in  the  public  schools  is 
seriously  deficient  in  these  particulars.  The  art  of  good  reading 
can  be  cultivated  by  judicious  training  and  the  school  should 
spare  no  pains  to  realize  this  result. 

To  discriminating  teachers  it  will  be  apparent  that  this  book 
is  not  the  usual  school  reader.  On  the  contrary  it  differs  widely 
from  this  in  the  cultural  value  of  the  selections,  in  the  classi¬ 
fication  and  arrangement  of  material,  in  the  variety  of  interest 
to  which  it  appeals,  and  in  the  abundance  of  classic  literature 
from  British  and  American  authors  which  it  contains.  It  aims 
to  furnish  the  best  in  poetry  and  prose  to  be  found  in  the  liter¬ 
ature  of  the  English-speaking  race  and  to  furnish  it  in  abundance. 
If  these  familiar  old  selections,  long  accepted  as  among  the 
best  in  literature,  shall  be  the  means  of  cultivating  in  pupils  a 
taste  for  good  reading,  and  at  the  same  time  shall  have  that 
refining  influence  on  character  which  good  literature  always 
has,  then  the  book  will  have  fulfilled  its  purpose. 

Grateful  acknowledgment  is  made  to  those  teachers  who  have 
given  valuable  suggestions  and  help  in  the  compilation  of  this 
book. 

The  Authors. 

September,  1910. 


PART  I 


PATRIOTISM,  STORIES, 
POEMS  OF  NATURE  AND  DUTY 


“It  is  better  to  inspire  the  heart  with  a  noble  sentiment  than  to  teach  the 
ind  a  truth  of  science.” 


Edward  Brooks. 


PART  I 


PATRIOTISM,  STORIES, 
POEMS  OF  NATURE  AND  COURAGE 


THE  FLAG 
Arthur  Macy 

Arthur  Macy  (1842-1904)  was  born  at  Nantucket,  Mass.  He  served 
in  the  Civil  War,  was  wounded  at  Gettysburg  three  times,  and  was 
there  taken  prisoner.  As  a  soldier  he  learned  what  it  means  to  march 
with  the  flag  in  front  of  him.  It  is  not  surprising,  therefore,  that  his 
poem,  The  Flag,  is  full  of  stirring  patriotism. 

Here  comes  The  Flag ! 

Hail  it! 

Who  dares  to  drag 
Or  trail  it? 

Give  it  hurrahs, — 

Three  for  the  stars. 

Three  for  the  bars. 

Uncover  your  head  to  it ! 

The  soldiers  who  tread  to  it 
Shout  at  the  sight  of  it. 

The  justice  and  right  of  it, 

The  unsullied  white  of  it, 

The  blue  and  red  of  it. 

And  tyranny’s  dread  of  it ! 
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Here  comes  The  Flag ! 

Cheer  it ! 

Valley  and  crag 
Shall  hear  it. 

Fathers  shall  bless  it, 

Children  caress  it, 

All  shall  maintain  it, 

No  one  shall  stain  it, 

Cheers  for  the  sailors  that  fought  on  the 
wave  for  it, 

Cheers  for  the  soldiers  that  always  were  brave 
for  it ! 

Tears  for  the  men  that  went  down  to  the 
grave  for  it ! 

Here  comes  The  Flag. 

HELPS  TO  STUDY 
Notes  and  Questions 


What  feeling  does  this  poem  ex¬ 
press? 


What  does  the  poem  say  “  valley 
and  crag”  will  hear? 


Why  should  men  and  boys  un¬ 
cover  their  heads  to  the  flag? 


Give  another  phrase  for  1 ‘  tread 


What  do  we  call  the  men  who 
fight  “on  the  wave”  for  the 
flag? 


Why  do  tyrants  dread  our  flag? 
What  picture  does  the  whole 


to  it.” 


When  did  men  go  “down  to  the 
grave”  for  the  flag? 


poem  suggest? 


How  do  we  honor  these  men? 
Why  is  this  poem  easy  to  read? 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 

•“unsullied  white”  “Valley  and  crag” 
“All  shall  maintain  it” 


Hail  Columbia 
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HAIL,  COLUMBIA 
Joseph  Hopkinson 

Joseph  Hopkinson  (1770-1842)  was  born  at  Philadelphia,  where  he 
lived  and  died.  He  was  a  noted  jurist.  His  father,  Francis  H.  Hopkin¬ 
son,  was  one  of  the  signers  of  the  Declaration  of  Independence  in 
1776.  Judge  Hopkinson  wrote  the  song,  “Hail,  Columbia, M  which 
is  one  of  the  most  beautiful  of  our  American  patriotic  poems. 

1 

Hail,  Columbia  !  happy  land, 

Hail,  ye  heroes,  heav’n  born  band; 

Who  fought  and  bled  in  Freedom^  cause, 

And  when  the  storm  of  war  was  gone 
Enjoyed  the  peace  your  valor  won. 

Let  independence  be  our  boast. 

Ever  mindful  what  it  cost! 

Ever  grateful  for  the  prize, 

Let  its  altar  reach  the  skies. 

Firm,  united,  let  us  be, 

B allying  round  our  Liberty ! 

As  a  band  of  brothers  joined, 

Peace  and  safety  we  shall  find. 

2 

Immortal  patriots,  rise  once  more ! 

Defend  your  rights,  defend  }Tour  shore! 

Let  no  rude  foe,  with  impious  hand. 

Invade  the  shrine  where  sacred  lies, 

Of  toil  and  blood,  the  well-earned  prize. 

While  offering  peace,  sincere  and  just, 

In  heav'n  we  place  a  manly  trust, 

That  truth  and  justice  shall  prevail 
And  ev’ry  scheme  of  bondage  fail. 
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3 

Sound,  sound  the  trump  of  fame ! 

Let  Washington’s  great  name 

Eing  through  the  world  with  loud  applause. 
Let  ev’ry  clime  to  Freedom  dear. 

Listen  with  a  joyful  ear. 

With  equal  skill  and  Godlike  pow’r. 

He  governed  in  the  fearful  hour 
Of  horrid  war;  or  guides  with  ease 
The  happier  times  of  honest  peace. 

4 

Behold  the  chief  who  now  commands. 

Once  more  to  serve  his  country  stands — 

The  rock  on  which  the  storm  will  beat; 

But  armed  in  virtue  firm  and  true, 

His  hopes  are  fixed  on  heaven  and  you. 

When  hope  was  sinking  in  dismay, 

And  glooms  obscur’d  Columbia’s  day, 

His  steady  mind  from  changes  free, 

Eesolved  on  death  or  liberty. 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 

Historical:  This  song  was  written  in  1798,  when  there  was  danger 
of  a  war  with  France.  An  army  had  been  raised  and  Washington, 
though  in  his  sixty-seventh  year,  was  appointed  to  command  it.  Many 
people  in  the  United  States  were  eager  for  war,  but  both  President 
Adams  and  Washington  knew  that  it  was  extremely  undesirable  for 
the  country  at  the  time.  The  author  of  the  song  said  that  he  wished 
to  rouse  an  “  American  spirit, ”  which  should  hold  the  country’s  honor 
above  political  parties  or  private  interests. 


Notes  and  Questions 


Who  is  addressed  in  the  first  line 
of  the  poem? 

Who  were  the  heroes  to  whom  the 
second  line  is  addressed? 

When  had  they  fought  in  li  Free¬ 
dom’s  cause”? 


How  does  the  author  say  they  had 
won  peace? 

Read  the  lines  in  the  refrain  or 
chorus  which  tell  how  Liberty 
must  be  protected. 


Our  Country 
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Whom  does  the  author  address  as 
“Immortal  patriots”? 

What  does  he  call  upon  them 
to  do? 

What  ‘  ‘  rude  foe  ’ '  might  he  have 
had  in  mind  when  writing  the 
song? 

What  does  he  mean  by  the  ‘  ‘  well- 
earned  prize”  of  “toil  and 
blood”? 

Who  had  toiled  for  this  prize? 

When  had  blood  been  shed  for  it? 

To  whom  was  Columbia  offering 
peace  at  this  time? 

Eead  lines  which  show  that  the 
author  believed  the  United 
States  would  conquer  if  forced 
into  war. 

In  whose  praise  was  the  third 
stanza  written? 

Words  and  Phrj 

“impious  hand” 

“scheme  of  bondage” 

“trump  of  fame” 


Show  how  the  second  and  third 
lines  of  this  stanza  have  come 
true. 

Find  lines  in  this  stanza  which 
explain  the  words:  “First  in 
war,  first  in  peace.” 

Who  was  the  chief  described  in 
the  fourth  stanza? 

To  what  is  he  compared? 

What  was  the  storm  that  the 
author  expected? 

How  is  a  rock  affected  by  the 
storms  which  beat  upon  it? 

What  words  in  this  stanza  show 
that  Washington  had  served 
his  country  before? 

How  had  he  served  it? 

When  had  Washington  resolved 
on  ‘  ‘  death  or  liberty  ’  ’  ? 

s  for  Discussion 

‘  ‘  Godlike  pow  ’r  ’  ’ 

“clime  to  Freedom  dear” 

“armed  in  virtue” 


OUB  COUNTKY 

(Author  Unknown) 

1 

Our  country !  “tis  a  glorious  land ! 

With  broad  arms  stretched  from  shore  to  shore, 
The  proud  Pacific  chafes  her  strand. 

She  hears  the  dark  Atlantic  roar; 

And,  nurtured  on  her  ample  breast, 

How  many  a  goodly  prospect  lies 
In  Nature’s  wildest  grandeur  dressed, 

Enameled  with  her  loveliest  dyes. 
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2 

Bich  prairies,  decked  with  flowers  of  gold 
Like  sunlit  oceans  roll  afar; 

Broad  lakes  her  azure  heavens  behold, 
Beflecting  clear  each  trembling  star; 

And  mighty  rivers,  mountain  born, 

Go  sweeping  onward,  dark  and  deep, 

Through  forests  where  the  bounding  fawn 
Beneath  their  sheltering  branches  leap. 

3 

Great  God !  we  thank  thee  for  this  home, 
This  bounteous  birth-land  of  the  free; 

Where  wanderers  from  afar  may  come, 
And  breathe  the  air  of  liberty ! 

Still  may  her  flowers  untrampled  spring, 
Her  harvests  wave,  her  cities  rise; 

And  yet,  till  Time  shall  fold  his  wing, 
Bemain  earth’s  loveliest  paradise! 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 
Notes  and  Questions 


To  what  does  the  author  wish  to 
call  our  attention  when  he 
speaks  of  the  two  oceans? 

What  things  are  mentioned  in 
the  second  stanza  as  lying  on 
the  breast  of  our  country? 

To  what  are  the  prairies  com¬ 
pared? 

What  gives  them  this  appear¬ 
ance? 


What  broad  lakes  lie  on  the 
breast  of  our  country? 

What  is  meant  by  rivers  which 
are  “mountain  born”? 

Name  some  such  river. 

Why  do  “wanderers  from  afar” 
come  to  America? 

From  what  places  do  they  come? 

What  do  they  find  here? 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 


“proud  Pacific” 
“chafes  her  strand” 
“goodly  prospect” 


“loveliest  dyes” 
“flowers  of  gold ’ ’ 
“azure  heavens” 


“trembling  star” 
“cities  rise” 

‘ 1  loveliest  paradise 9  ’ 


Hohenlinden 
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HOHENLINDEN 
Thomas  Campbell 

Thomas  Campbell  (1777-1844)  was  a  Scotch  poet.  He  was  born  at 
Glasgow.  At  the  time  this  battle  was  fought  he  was  on  a  visit  to 
Germany  for  the  purpose  of  studying  the  literature  of  that  country. 
He  was  then  only  twenty-three  years  old. 

1 

On  Linden,  when  the  sun  was  low, 

All  bloodless  lay  th’  untrodden  snow; 

And  dark  as  winter  was  the  flow 
Of  Iser,  rolling  rapidly: 

2 

But  Linden  saw  another  sight, 

When  the  drum  beat  at  dead  of  night, 
Commanding  fires  of  death  to*  light 
The  darkness  of  her  scenery. 

3 

By  torch  and  trumpet  fast  arrayed, 

Each  horseman  drew  his  battle  blade, 

And  furious  every  charger  neighed 
To  join  the  dreadful  revelry. 

4 

Then  shook  the  hills  with  thunder  riven; 

Then  rushed  the  steed  to  battle  driven; 

And,  louder  than  the  bolts  of  heaven 
Far  flashed  the  red  artillery. 

5 

But  redder  yet  that  light  shall  glow 
On  Linden’s  hill  of  stained  snow 
And  darker  yet  shall  be  the  flow 
Of  Iser,  rolling  rapidly. 
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6 

’Tis  morn;  but  scarce  yon  level  sun 
Can  pierce  the  war  clouds,  rolling  dun. 
Where  furious  Frank  and  fiery  Hun 
Shout  in  their  sulphurous  canopy. 

7 

The  combat  deepens.  On,  ye  brave, 
Who  rush  to  glory  or  the  grave ! 

Wave,  Munich !  all  thy  banners  wave. 
And  charge  with  all  thy  chivalry ! 


8 

Few,  few  shall  part  where  many  meet ! 
The  snow  shall  be  their  winding  sheet, 
And  every  turf  beneath  their  feet 
Shall  be  a  soldier’s  sepulcher. 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 
Notes  and  Questions 


Historical:  December  3,  1800,  a  battle  between  the  Austrians  and 
the  French  occurred  at  Hohenlinden,  a  village  in  Upper  Bavaria. 
The  French  were  victorious.  The  Franks  were  a  powerful  German 
tribe  who  mastered  the  Romans  in  Gaul  and  gave  their  name  to  France. 
The  Huns  were  a  warlike  race  living  between  the  Ural  and  the  Volga; 
in  the  fifth  century  they  overran  Europe  and  laid  waste  much  terri¬ 
tory.  The  poet  uses  the  word  “Hun”  in  referring  to  the  Austrians. 
In  this  poem  the  author  tries  to  make  the  reader  see  the  battle  as  it 
really  occurred. 


What  time  of  day  is  described  in 
the  first  stanza? 

What  is  meant  by  the  “dead  of 
night  ’  ’ ? 

What  did  the  beating  of  the 
drums  mean  to  the  soldiers? 

What  did  the  beating  of  the 
drums  tell  the  people? 


For  what  were  the  torches  used  ? 

Read  the  lines  which  tell  you 
that  the  horses  were  eager  for 
the  battle. 

Read  the  following  description  of 
a  warhorse  from  a  much  older 
poem-;  “He  saith  among  the 
trumpets,  Ha,  ha!  and  he  smell- 
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eth  the  battle  afar  off,  the 
thunder  of  the  captains  and  the 
shouting.  ’ ’—Job  XXXIX,  25. 

In  what  are  the  two  descriptions 
alike  ? 

What  was  the  thunder  which 
“  shook  the  hills’ ’? 

What  does  the  first  stanza  tell 
you  about  the  snow? 

How  is  the  snow  described  in  the 
fifth  stanza? 


What  tells  you  that  the  battle 
lasted  several  hours? 

What  caused  the  “war  clouds”? 

What  words  in  the  seventh  stanza 
might  have  been  addressed  to 
soldiers  on  either  side? 

What  words  in  the  same  stanza 
make  you  think  that  the  poet 
wished  the  Austrians  to  be  vic¬ 
torious? 

Find  on  a  map:  Bavaria,  the 
Iser,  Munich. 
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battle  blade” 
dreadful  revelry 
furious  Frank” 
winding  sheet” 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 

“bolts  of  heaven”  “fires  of  death” 
r”  “chivalry”  “rolling  dun” 

‘  ‘  fiery  Hun  ”  “  sulphurous  canopy 

Hohenlinden  =  linden  heights. 
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THE  EMIGRATION  OF  THE  PILGRIM  FATHERS 

Edward  Everett 

Edward  Everett  (1794-1865)  was  a  noted  American  orator  and 
statesman.  He  lived  in  Boston  and  was  a  graduate  of  Harvard  Col¬ 
lege.  He  began  life  as  a  clergyman,  but  was  soon  made  a  professor 
in  Harvard  College.  He  filled  many  important  places,  among  which 
are  the  following:  Member  of  Congress,  Governor  of  Massachusetts, 
Minister  to  England,  President  of  Harvard  College,  and  United  States 
Senator.  He  was  an  industrious  worker,  and  whatever  he  undertook 
was  well  done. 

Methinks  I  see  one  solitary,  adventurous  vessel,  the  “May¬ 
flower,”  of  a  forlorn  hope,  freighted  with  the  prospects  of  a 
future  State,  and  bound  across  the  unknown  sea.  I  behold  it 
pursuing,  with  a  thousand  misgivings,  the  uncertain,  the  tedious 
5  voyage.  Suns  rise  and  set,  and  weeks  and  months  pass,  and 
winter  surprises  them  on  the  deep,  but  brings  them  not  the 
sight  of  the  wished-for  shore.  I  see  them  now,  scantily  supplied 
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with  provisions,  crowded  almost  to  suffocation,  in  their  ill- 
stored  prison,  delayed  by  calms,  pursuing  a  circuitous  route, — 
and  now,  driven  in.  fury  before  the  raging  tempest,  on  the  high 
and  giddy  waves.  The  awful  voice  of  the  storm  brawls  through 
5  the  rigging. 

The  laboring  masts  seem  straining  from  their  base ;  the  dismal 
sound  of  the  pumps  is  heard;  the  ship  leaps,  as  it  wTere,  madly, 
from  billow  to  billow;  the  ocean  breaks,  and  settles  with  engulf¬ 
ing  floods  over  the  floating  deck,  and  beats  with  deadening, 
10  shivering  weight,  against  the  staggering  vessel. 

I  see  them  escape  from  these  perils,  pursuing  their  all  but 
desperate  undertaking,  and  landed  at  last,  after  a  five  months5 
passage,  on  the  ice-clad  rocks  of  Plymouth, — weak  and  weary 
from  the  voyage,  poorly  armed,  scantily  provisioned,  without 
15  shelter,  without  means,  surrounded  by  hostile  tribes. 

Shut  now  the  volume  of  history,  and  tell  me,  on  any  principle 
of  human  probability,  what  shall  be  the  fate  of  this  handful  of 
adventurers?  Tell  me,  man  of  military  science,  in  how  many 
months  were  they  all  swept  off  by  the  thirty  savage  tribes, 
20  enumerated  within  the  early  limits  of  New  England? 

Tell  me,  politician,  how  long  did  a  shadow  of  a  colony  on 
which  your  conventions  and  treaties  had  not  smiled,  languish 
on  the  distant  coast?  Student  of  history,  compare  for  me  the 
baffled  projects,  the  deserted  settlements,  the  abandoned  adven- 
25  tures  of  other  times,  and  find  the  parallel  of  this. 

Was  it  the  winter’s  storm,  beating  upon  the  houseless  heads 
of  women  and  children ;  was  it  hard  labor  and  spare  meals ;  was 
it  disease;  was  it  the  tomahawk;  was  it  the  deep  malady  of  a 
blighted  hope,  a  ruined  enterprise,  and  a  broken  heart,  aching 
30  in  its  last  moments  at  the  recollection  of  the  loved  and  left, 
beyond  the  sea ;  was  it  some,  or  all  of  these  united,  that  hurried 
this  forsaken  company  to  their  melancholy  fate? 

And  is  it  possible,  that  neither  of  these  causes,  that  not  all 
combined,  were  able  to  blast  this  bud  of  hope?  Is  it  possible, 
35  that  from  a  beginning  so  feeble,  so  frail,  so  worthy  not  so  much 
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of  admiration  as  of  pity,  tlier( 
steady,  a  growth  so  wonderful,  ; 
so  important,  a  promise,  yet  to 

HELPS  T 
Notes  and 

What  does  the  author  say  was  the 
freight  which  the  Mayflower 
carried? 

What  meaning  has  the  word 
1  ‘  State  7  7  in  the  first  paragraph  ? 
What  was  the  “unknown  sea” 
which  the  Pilgrims  crossed? 

How  long  were  they  on  the  ocean? 
Eead  the  lines  which  tell  why  the 
voyage  was  such  a  long  one. 
Eead  the  sentence  which  de¬ 
scribes  a  storm  at  sea. 

In  what  month  did  the  Pilgrims 
land? 

Words  and  Phras 

“forlorn  hope” 

“circuitous  route” 

“engulfing  floods” 

“ice-clad  rocks” 


:  has  gone  forth  a  progress  so 
in  expansion  so  ample,  a  reality 
be  fulhlled,  so  glorious? 

0  STUDY 
Questions 

What  trials  awaited  them  in  their 
new  home? 

What 1 1  hostile  tribes 7  7  surrounded 
them? 

To  whom  is  the  author  speaking 
when  he  says,  “Shut  now,  the 
volume  of  history77? 

What  questions  does  he  then  ask? 
Why  does  he  not  wish  you  to 
refer  to  history  for  the  an¬ 
swers  ? 

Why  did  it  seem  almost  impossi¬ 
ble  that  this  colony  should  suc¬ 
ceed? 

es  for  Discussion 

“scantily  provisioned 7 7 
“military  science77 
“baffled  projects77 
il  abandoned  adventures77 


ARNOLD  WINKELRIED 

James  Montgomery 

James  Montgomery  (1771-1854)  was  born  in  Scotland.  He  was  the 
son  of  a  clergyman.  He  established  a  newspaper,  which  he  edited 
for  more  than  thirty  years.  When  a  mere  boy  he  wrote  poetry. 
“Arnold  Winkelried77  is  one  of  his  best  patriotic  poems. 

1 

“Make  way  for  liberty  !”  he  cried — 

Made  way  for  liberty,  and  died. 
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In  arms  the  Austrian  phalanx  stood, 

A  living  wall,  a  human  wood; 

All-horrent  with  projected  spears. 

Opposed  to  these,  a  hovering  band 
Impregnable  their  front  appears, 

Contended  for  their  fatherland; 

Peasants,  whose  new-found  strength  had  broke 
From  manly  necks  the  ignoble  yoke; 

Marshalled  once  more  at  freedom’s  call. 

They  came  to  conquer  or  to  fall. 

2 

And  now  the  work  of  life  and  death 
Hung  on  the  passing  of  a  breath; 

The  fire  of  conflict  burned  within; 

The  battle  trembled  to  begin: 

Yet,  while  the  Austrians  held  their  ground, 
Point  for  assault  was  nowhere  found ; 

Where’er  the  impatient  Switzers  gazed. 

The  unbroken  line  of  lances  blazed; 

That  line  ’twere  suicide  to  meet, 

And  perish  at  their  tyrants’  feet. 

How  could  they  rest  within  their  graves, 

To  leave  their  homes  the  haunts  of  slaves? 
Would  they  not  feel  their  children  treadr 
With  clanking  chains,  above  their  head? 

3 

It  must  not  be :  this  day,  this  hour. 

Annihilates  the  invader’s  power! 

All  Switzerland  is  in  the  field — 

She  will  not  fly,  she  cannot  yield, 

She  must  not  fall ;  her  better  fate 
Here  gives  her  an  immortal  date. 
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Few  were  the  numbers  slie  could  boast. 
Yet  every  freeman  was  a  host, 

And  felt  as  Twere  a  secret  known 
That  one  should  turn  the  scale  alone, 
While  each  unto  himself  was  he 
On  whose  sole  arm  hung  victory. 

4 

It  did  depend  on  one,  indeed; 

Behold  him — Arnold  Winkelried  ! 

There  sounds  not  to  the  trump  of  Fame 
The  echo  of  a  nobler  name. 

Unmarked,  he  stood  amid  the  throng, 

In  rumination  deep  and  long, 

Till  you  might  see,  with  sudden  grace, 

The  very  thought  come  o’er  his  face. 

And,  by  the  motion  of  his  form, 
Anticipate  the  bursting  storm. 

And,  by  the  uplifting  of  his  brow, 

Tell  where  the  bolt  would  strike,  and  how. 


5 

But  Twas  no  sooner  thought  than  done — 
The  field  was  in  a  moment  won ! 

“Make  way  for  liberty !”  he  cried, 

Then  ran,  with  arms  extended  wide, 

As  if  his  dearest  friend  to  clasp ; 

Ten  spears  he  swept  within  his  grasp; 
“Make  way  for  liberty !”  he  cried ; 

Their  keen  points  crossed  from  side  to  side; 
He  bowed  amidst  them  like  a  tree, 

And  thus  made  way  for  libert}^. 

Swift  to  the  breach  his  comrades  fly — 
“Make  way  for  liberty !”  they  cry, 

And  through  the  Austrian  phalanx  dart, 
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As  rushed  the  spears  through  Arnold’s  heart. 
While,  instantaneous  as  his  fall, 

Kout,  ruin,  panic,  seized  them  all ; 

An  earthquake  could  not  overthrow 
A  city  with  a  surer  blow. 

6 

Thus  Switzerland  again  was  free; 

Thus  death  made  way  for  liberty. 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 

Historical:  July  9,  1386,  a  battle  between  the  Swiss  and  Austrians 
took  place  at  Sempach,  a  small  town  of  Switzerland.  The  Austrian 
troops  were  well  trained  and  well  armed.  As  the  cavalry  were  unable 
to  manage  their  horses  in  the  mountain  pass,  they  dismounted  and 
stood  shoulder  to  shoulder,  forming  a  solid  mass  and  using  their  spears 
as  weapons.  The  Swiss  mountaineers  were  not  able  to  break  through  the 
Austrian  lines  until  Arnold  von  Winkelried  rushed  forward,  grasped  as 
many  spears  as  he  could  reach  with  his  outstretched  arms,  pressed  them 
into  his  body  and,  falling,  bore  them  down  with  him  to  the  ground.  His 
companions  rushed  over  his  body  into  the  opening  thus  made  in  the 
Austrian  lines  and  won  a  victory  which  secured  the  independence  of 
Switzerland. 


Notes  and 

Who  cried,  “Make  way  for  lib¬ 
erty  ’  ’  ? 

In  what  way  did  the  Austrians 
resemble  a  wall? 

What  does  the  poet  mean  by  com¬ 
paring  them  to  a  wood? 

Who  were  the  “hovering  band?” 

For  what  were  they  fighting? 

Why  does  the  poet  describe  them 
as  hovering  instead  of  attack¬ 
ing? 

What  line  tells  you  that  the  Swiss 


Questions 

were  not  accustomed  to  war? 

What  lines  tell  you  that  the  Aus¬ 
trians  were  well  disciplined 
soldiers? 

What  gave  the  Swiss  courage  to 
face  so  strong  a  foe? 

Bead  the  lines  in  the  third  stanza 
which  tell  you  that  each  of  the 
Swiss  felt  that  the  victory  de¬ 
pended  on  him  alone. 

What  effect  did  this  thought  have 
upon  their  efforts? 


A  Legend  of  Bregenz 


29 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 


“projected  spears’ ’ 
“new-found  strength” 
“unbroken  line  of  lances” 


“ignoble  yoke” 

“All  Switzerland  is  in  the  field” 
“every  freeman  was  a  host” 


A  LEGEND  OF  BREGENZ 
Adelaide  Procter 

Adelaide  A.  Procter  (1825-1864)  was  an  English  poet.  She  was 
born  in  London,  where  she  also  lived  and  died.  She  was  the  daughter 
of  Bryan  Waller  Procter,  who  wrote  under  the  name  of  Barry  Corn¬ 
wall.  Her  poems  are  full  of  sympathy  and  sweetness. 

1 

Girt  round  with  rugged  mountains 
The  fair  Lake  Constance  lies; 

In  her  blue  heart  reflected 
Shine  back  the  starry  skies; 

And,  watching  each  white  cloudlet 
Float  silently  and  slow, 

You  think  a  piece  of  Heaven 
Lies  on  our  earth  below ! 

2 

Midnight  is  there:  and  Silence, 

Enthroned  in  Heaven,  looks  down 
Upon  her  own  calm  mirror, 

Upon  a  sleeping  town : 

For  Bregenz,  that  quaint  city 
Upon  the  Tyrol  shore, 

Has  stood  above  Lake  Constance 
A  thousand  years  and  more. 
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Her  battlements  and  towers, 

From  oft  their  rocky  steep. 

Have  cast  their  trembling  shadow 
For  ages  on  the  deep : 

Mountain,  and  lake,  and  valley, 

A  sacred  legend  know. 

Of  how  the  town  was  saved,  one  night, 
Three  hundred  years  ago. 

4 

Far  from  her  home  and  kindred, 

A  Tyrol  maid  had  fled, 

To  serve  in  the  Swiss  valleys. 

And  toil  for  daily  bread; 

And  every  year  that  fleeted 
So  silently  and  fast, 

Seemed  to  bear  farther  from  her 
The  memory  of  the  Past. 

5 

•  She  served  kind,  gentle  masters, 

Nor  asked  for  rest  or  change; 

Her  friends  seemed  no  more  new  ones, 
Their  speech  seemed  no  more  strange; 
And  when  she  led  her  cattle 
To  pasture  every  day, 

She  ceased  to  look  and  wonder 
On  which  side  Bregenz  lay. 

6 

She  spoke  no  more  of  Bregenz, 

With  longing  and  with  tears ; 

Her  Tyrol  home  seemed  faded 
In  a  deep  mist  of  years; 


A  Legend  of  Bregenz 

She  heeded  not  the  rumors 
Of  Austrian  war  and  strife; 

Each  day  she  rose,  contented. 

To  the  calm  toils  of  life. 

7 

Yet,  when  her  master’s  children 
Would  clustering  round  her  stand 

She  sang  them  ancient  ballads 
Of  her  own  native  land; 

And  when  at  morn  and  evening 
She  knelt  before  God’s  throne, 

The  accents  of  her  childhood 
Eose  to  her  lips  alone. 

8 

And  so  she  dwelt :  the  valley 
More  peaceful  year  by  year; 

When  suddenly  strange  portents 
Of  some  great  deed  seemed  near. 

The  golden  corn  was  bending 
Upon  its  fragile  stock, 

While  farmers,  heedless  of  their  fields 
Paced  up  and  down  in  talk. 

9 

The  men  seemed  stern  and  altered, 
With  looks  cast  on  the  ground ; 

With  anxious  faces,  one  by  one, 

The  women  gathered  round; 

All  talk  of  flax,  or  spinning, 

Or  work,  was  put  away; 

The  very  children  seemed  afraid 
To  go  alone  to  play. 
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10 

One  day,  out  in  the  meadow 
With  strangers  from  the  town. 
Some  secret  plan  discussing. 

The  men  walked  up  and  down. 

Yet  now  and  then  seemed  watching 
A  strange  uncertain  gleam, 

That  looked  like  lances  ’mid  the  trees. 
That  stood  below  the  stream. 

11 

At  eve  they  all  assembled, 

Then  care  and  doubt  were  fled; 
With  jovial  laugh  they  feasted; 

The  board  was  nobly  spread. 

The  elder  of  the  village 
Eose  up,  his  glass  in  hand, 

And  cried,  “We  drink  the  downfall 
Of  an  accursed  land ! 

12 

“The  night  is  growing  darker, 

Ere  one  more  day  is  flown, 

Bregenz,  our  foeman’s  stronghold, 
Bregenz  shall  be  our  own  !” 

The  women  shrank  in  terror, 

(Yet  Pride,  too,  had  her  part.) 

But  one  poor  Tyrol  maiden 
Felt  death  within  her  heart. 

13 

Before  her  stood  fair  Bregenz; 

Once  more  her  towers  arose; 

What  were  the  friends  beside  her  ? 
Only  her  country’s  foes ! 


A  Legend  of  Bregenz 


33 


The  faces  of  her  kinsfolk, 

The  days  of  childhood  flown, 

The  echoes  of  her  mountains, 
Beclaimed  her  as  their  own ! 

14 

Xothing  she  heard  around  her, 

(Though  shouts  rang  forth  again,) 
Gone  wrere  the  green  Swiss  valleys, 
The  pasture,  and  the  plain; 

Before  her  eyes  one  vision, 

And  in  her  heart  one  cry, 

That  said,  “Go  forth,  save  Bregenz, 
And  then,  if  need  be,  die !” 

15 

With  trembling  haste  and  breathless, 
With  noiseless  step,  she  sped; 
Horses  and  weary  cattle 

Were  standing  in  the  shed; 

She  loosed  the  strong,  white  charger, 
That  fed  from  out  her  hand, 

She  mounted,  and  she  turned  his  head 
Towards  her  native  land. 

16 

Out — out  into  the  darkness — 

Faster,  and  still  more  fast; 

The  smooth  grass  flies  behind  her, 

The  chestnut  wood  is  past ; 

She  looks  up ;  clouds  are  heavy : 

Why  is  her  steed  so  slow  ? — 
Scarcely  the  wind  beside  them 
Can  pass  them  as  they  go. 
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17 

“Faster!”  she  cries,  “0  faster!” 
Eleven  the  church-bells  chime : 

“0  God,”  she  cries,  “help  Bregenz, 
And  bring  me  there  in  time !” 

But  louder  than  bells*  ringing, 

Or  lowing  of  the  kine. 

Grows  nearer  in  the  midnight 
The  rushing  of  the  Bhine. 

18 

Shall  not  the  roaring  waters 
Their  headlong  gallop  check? 

The  steed  draws  back  in  terror. 

She  leans  upon  his  neck 

To  watch  the  flowing  darkness; 

The  bank  is  high  and  steep; 

One  pause — he  staggers  forward, 
And  plunges  in  the  deep. 

19 

She  strives  to  pierce  the  blackness, 
And  looser  throws  the  rein; 

Her  steed  must  breast  the  waters 
That  dash  above  his  mane. 

How  gallantly,  how  nobly, 

He  struggles  through  the  foam, 

And  see — in  the  far  distance 

Shine  out  the  lights  of  home! 


20 

Up  the  steep  banks  he  bears  her, 
And  now,  they  rush  again 
Towards  the  heights  of  Bregenz 
That  tower  above  the  plain. 
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They  reach  the  gate  of  Bregenz, 
Just  as  the  midnight  rings. 
And  out  come  serf  and  soldier 
To  meet  the  news  she  brings. 

21 

Bregenz  is  saved !  Ere  daylight 
Her  battlements  are  manned; 
Defiance  greets  the  army 
That  marches  on  the  land. 

And  if  to  deeds  heroic 

Should  endless  fame  he  paid, 
Bregenz  does  well  to  honor 
The  noble  Tyrol  maid. 


22 
/V  rj 

Three  hundred  years  are  vanished, 

And  yet  upon  the  hill 
An  old  stone  gateway  rises. 

To  do  her  honor  still. 

And  there,  when  Bregenz  women 
Sit  spinning  in  the  shade. 

They  see  in  quaint  old  carving 
The  Charger  and  the  Maid. 

23 

And  when,  to  guard  old  Bregenz, 

By  gateway,  street,  and  tower, 

The  warder  paces  all  night  long 
And  calls  each  passing  hour ; 

“Nine,”  “ten,”  “eleven,”  he  cries  aloud. 
And  then  (0  crown  of  Fame !) 

When  midnight  pauses  in  the  skies, 

He  calls  the  maiden’s  name  ! 
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HELPS  TO  STUDY 


Notes  and 

Find  the  Tyrol  on  your  map  of 
Europe. 

What  mountains  surround  Lake 
Constance? 

Where  is  the  town  of  Bregenz? 

Bead  the  lines  which  tell  you 
that  the  town  is  very  old. 

Why  did  the  Tyrol  maid  leave 
her  home? 

How  was  she  treated  in  her  new 
home? 

Bead  the  lines  which  tell  you  that 
she  became  contented  in  the 
Swiss  valley. 

Bead  the  lines  which  tell  that  she 
did  not  forget  her  native  land. 

What  were  the  “  accents  of  her 
childhood  ”? 

Why  would  the  “accents  of  her 
childhood  ”  rise  to  her  lips 
Tvhen  she  knelt  to  pray? 

Words  and 

“sacred  legend 5 ’ 

“ancient  ballads” 

“strange  portents” 

“lowing  of  the  kine” 


Questions 

How  did  she  learn  that  an  at¬ 
tack  on  Bregenz  was  planned? 

What  did  she  resolve  to  do? 

Why  was  there  need  of  haste? 

What  river  flowed  between  the 
Swiss  valley  and  Bregenz? 

How  did  the  maid  cross  it? 

What  did  the  people  of  Bregenz 
do  when  they  heard  the  news 
which  she  brought? 

What  happened  when  the  army 
came  to  attack  the  town? 

What  did  the  people  of  Bregenz 
build  to  honor  the  maiden? 

How  is  she  remembered  when  the 
watchman  makes  his  rounds  at 
night? 

How  long  ago  does  the  poet  say 
the  events  of  this  story  oc¬ 
curred? 


Phrases  for  Discussion 

“deeds  heroic” 

“endless  fame” 

“heedless  of  their  fields” 
“battlements  are  manned” 


ONE  COUNTRY 

Frank  L.  Stanton 

Frank  L.  Stanton’s  home  is  in  South  Carolina.  He  writes  for  the 
“Atlanta  Constitution,”  one  of  the  great  dailies  of  the  South.  His 
writings  are  full  of  his  love  of  country. 


One  Country 
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1 

After  all> 

One  country,  brethren !  We  must  rise  or  fall 
With  the  Supreme  Eepublic.  We  must  be 
The  makers  of  her  immortality, — ■ 

Her  freedom,  fame, 

Her  glory  or  her  shame : 
Liegemen  to  God  and  fathers  of  the  free ! 


2 

After  all — 

Hark !  from  the  heights  the  clear,  strong,  clarion  call 
And  the  command  imperious :  “Stand  forth, 

Sons  of  the  South  and  brothers  of  the  Yorth ! 

Stand  forth  and  be 
As  one  on  soil  and  sea — 

Your  country’s  honor  more  than  empire’s  worth !” 


3 

After  all, 

’Tis  Freedom  wears  the  loveliest  coronal ; 

Her  brow  is  to  the  morning ;  in  the  sod 
She  breathes  the  breath  of  patriots ;  every  clod 
Answers  her  call 
And  rises  like  a  wall 
Against  the  foes  of  liberty  and  God ! 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 

Notes  and  Questions 


To  whom  is  this  poem  addressed! 

What  is  the  ‘ 1  Supreme  Repub¬ 
lic”! 

What  kind  of  deeds  makes  the 
glory  of  a  country! 

What  deeds  bring  shame  upon  a 
country! 

Of  what  does  the  poet  say  we 


must  be  the  makers! 

Why  should  boys  and  girls  think 
of  these  things! 

From  whom  do  you  think  the 
command  given  in  the  second 
stanza  comes! 

Read  the  lines  which  give  the 
‘  ‘  command  imperious.  7 7 
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How  may  many  people  be  as  one 
in  the  performance  of  an  act? 
Where  are  the  North  and  South 
to  be  as  one? 

What  is  worth  more  than  empire? 


WThat  does  Freedom  breathe  into 
the  sod? 

Read  the  lines  which  tell  how 
Freedom  may  raise  up  patriots 
to  defend  her. 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 

“liegemen  to  God”  “soil  and  sea” 

“clarion  call”  “coronal” 


AMERICA* 

Sidney  Lanier 


Sidney  Lanier  (1842-1881)  was  an  American  poet.  He  was  born  in 
Georgia  and  was  the  poet  of  the  South.  He  was  very  musical  and 
could  play  on  the  guitar,  banjo,  violin,  and  flute.  His  books  for  boys 
have  been  widely  read,  especially  his  “Boys’  King  Arthur.” 

Long  as  thine  art  shall  love  true  love. 

Long  as  thy  science  truth  shall  know. 

Long  as  thine  eagle  harms  no  dove, 

Long  as  thy  law  by  law  shall  grow. 

Long  as  thy  God  is  God  above, 

Thy  brother  every  man  below, 

So  long,  dear  land  of  all  my  love. 

Thy  name  shall  shine,  thy  fame  shall  glow. 


HELPS  T 

Notes  and 

How  does  the  poet  address  his 
country  in  this  stanza? 

How  long  does  he  say  her  “name 
shall  shine”  and  her  “fame 
shall  glow”? 

Bead  the  lines  which  tell  you  this. 

*  From  “The  Centennial  Cantata.” 
Sons,  Publishers, 


)  STUDY 
Questions 

How  do  the  eagle  and  the  dove 
compare  in  size?  In  strength? 
If  the  eagle  represents  the  United 
States,  what  does  the  dove  rep¬ 
resent? 

If  we  look  upon  all  men  as 
Copyright,  1885,  by  Charles  Scribner’s 


America 
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brothers,  how  shall  we  feel  How  are  the  laws  of  our  country 

toward  the  people  of  other  made? 

countries? 

Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 

“name  shall  shine”  ‘  ‘law  by  law  shall  grow”  — laws 

“fame  shall  glow”  shall  be  made  in  accordance 

with  justice. 


ABOU  BEX  ADHEM 

LEIGH  HUNT 

Leigh  Hunt  (1784-1859)  was  an  English  poet.  He  was  born  near  Lon¬ 
don  and  wTent  to  school  at  Christ’s  Hospital,  the  famous  Blue  Coat 
School,  in  London.  He  -wrote  both  prose  and  poetry.  A  monument 
was  erected  to  his  memory  in  the  Kensal  Green  Cemetery  on  which  is 
the  inscription:  “Write  me  as  one  that  loves  his  fellow-men.” 

Abou  Ben  Adhem  (may  his  tribe  increase  !) 

Awoke  one  night  from  a  deep  dream  of  peace, 

And  saw,  within  the  moonlight  in  his  room, 

Making  it  rich,  and  like  a  lily  in  bloom, 

An  angel  writing  in  a  book  of  gold : 

Exceeding  peace  had  made  Ben  Adhem  bold, 

And  to  the  presence  in  the  room  he  said, 

“What  writest  'thou  ?”■ — The  vision  raised  its  head. 
And,  with  a  look  made  of  all  sweet  accord, 

Answered,  “The  names  of  those  who  love  the  Lord/5 
“And  is  mine  one?55  said  Abou.  “Xav,  not  so,55 
Beplied  the  angel.  Abou  spoke  more  low, 

But  cheerly  still ;  and  said,  “I  pray  thee,  then, 

Write  me  as  one  that  loves  his  fellow  men.55 

The  angel  wrote  and  vanished.  The  next  night 
It  came  again,  with  a  great  wakening  light, 

And  showed  the  names  whom  love  of  God  had  blessed, 
And,  lo !  Ben  Adhem’s  name  led  all  the  rest ! 
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HELPS  T 

Notes  and 

Bead  the  line  that  tells  what 
Abou  saw  wThen  he  awroke  the 
first  time. 

By  what  other  names  does  the  poet 
speak  of  the  angel? 

Why  does  he  change  the  name? 
Bead  the  line  that  answers  Abou’s 
question. 

Bead  the  line  that  tells  how  he 
wished  to  have  himself  recorded. 
How  do  you  account  for  the  fact 
that  “Ben  Adhem’s  name  led 
all  the  rest”? 

Words  and  Phra 

“may  his  tribe  increase” 

“a  look  made  of  all  sweet  accord” 

1 1  book  of  gold” 

“deep  dream  of  peace” 


)  STUDY 
Questions 

This  kind  of  story  is  called  a 
parable.  What  is  its  theme? 

What  was  the  poet’s  purpose  in 
writing  this  parable? 

Why  did  he  choose  an  oriental 
name  for  the  hero? 

What  does  this  story  teach  us? 

What  prose  story  in  this  book  has 
a  similar  theme  to  this? 

What  things  are  compared  in 
lines  four  and  five? 

Do  you  like  this  story?  Why? 

Bead  the  line  or  lines  that  you 
like  best. 

2S  for  Discussion 

“making  it  rich” 
i  1  wakening  light  ’  * 

“led  all  the  rest” 


THE  BAEEEOOT  BOY 

JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER.* 

Blessings  on  thee,  little  man, 
Barefoot  boy,  with  cheek  of  tan ! 

With  thy  turned-up  pantaloons, 

And  thy  merry  whistled  tunes; 

With  thy  red  lip,  redder  still 
5  Kissed  by  strawberries  on  the  hill; 

With  the  sunshine  on  thy  face, 
Through  thy  torn  brim’s  jaunty  grace; 
From  my  heart  I  give  thee  joy,  — 

I  was  once  a  barefoot  boy ! 

Prince  thou  art,  —  the  grown-up  mart 

*  For  Biography,  see  p.  281. 
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Only  is  republican. 

Let  the  million-dollared  ride ! 

Barefoot,  trudging  at  his  side, 

Thou  hast  more  than  he  can  buy 
In  the  reach  of  ear  and  eye, — 
Outward  sunshine,  inward  joy: 
Blessings  on  thee,  barefoot  boy! 

0  for  boyhood’s  painless  play, 

Sleep  that  wakes  in  laughing  day, 
Health  that  mocks  the  doctor’s  rules. 
Knowledge  never  learned  of  schools. 

Of  the  wild  bee’s  morning  chase. 

Of  the  wild-flower’s  time  and  place, 
Flight  of  fowl  and  habitude 
Of  the  tenants  of  the  wood; 

How  the  tortoise  bears  his  shell, 

How  the  woodchuck  digs  his  cell, 

And  the  ground-mole  sinks  his  well ; 
How  the  robin  feeds  her  young, 

How  the  oriole’s  nest  is  hung; 

Where  the  whitest  lilies  blow, 

Where  the  freshest  berries  grow, 

Where  the  groundnut  trails  its  vine. 
Where  the  wood-grape’s  clusters  shine; 
Of  the  black  wasp’s  cunning  way. 

Mason  of  his  walls  of  clay. 

And  the  architectural  plans 
Of  gray  hornet  artisans  !  — 

For,  eschewing  books  and  tasks, 

Kature  answers  all  he  asks; 

Hand  in  hand  with  her  he  walks. 

Face  to  face  with  her  he  talks. 

Part  and  parcel  of  her  joy,  — 
Blessings  on  the  barefoot  boy ! 
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0  for  boyhood’s  time  of  June, 
Crowding  years  in  one  brief  moon. 
When  all  things  I  heard  or  saw, 

Me,  their  master,  waited  for. 

I  was  rich  in  flowers  and  trees, 
Humming-birds  and  honey-bees; 

For  my  sport  the  squirrel  played, 

Plied  the  snouted  mole  his  spade; 

For  my  taste  the  blackberry  cone 
Purpled  over  hedge  and  stone; 

Laughed  the  brook  for  my  delight 
Through  the  day  and  through  the  night. 
Whispering  at  the  garden  wall, 

Talked  with  me  from  fall  to  fall; 

Mine  the  sand-rimmed  pickerel  pond. 
Mine  the  walnut  slopes  beyond, 

Mine,  on  bending  orchard  trees, 

Apples  of  Hesperides ! 

Still  as  my  horizon  grew, 

Larger  grew  my  riches  too; 

All  the  world  I  saw  or  knew 
Seemed  a  complex  Chinese  toy, 
Fashioned  for  a  barefoot  boy! 

0  for  festal  dainties  spread, 

Like  my  bowl  of  milk  and  bread,  — 
Pewter  spoon  and  bowl  of  wood. 

On  the  door-stone,  gray  and  rude ! 

O’er  me,  like  a  regal  tent, 
Cloudy-ribbed,  the  sunset  bent, 
Purple-curtained,  fringed  with  gold. 
Looped  in  many  a  wind-swung  fold; 
While  for  music  came  the  play 
Of  the  pied  frogs’  orchestra ; 

And,  to  light  the  noisy  choir, 
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Lit  the  fly  his  lamp  of  fire. 

I  was  monarch :  pomp  and  joy 
Waited  on  the  barefoot  boy ! 

Cheerily,  then,  my  little  man, 

Live  and  laugh,  as  boyhood  can ! 
Though  the  flinty  slopes  be  hard, 
Stubble-speared  the  new-mown  sward, 
Every  morn  shall  lead  thee  through 
Fresh  baptisms  of  the  dew; 

Every  evening  from  thy  feet 
Shall  the  cool  wind  kiss  the  heat; 

All  too  soon  these  feet  must  hide 
In  the  prison  cells  of  pride, 

Lose  the  freedom  of  the  sod, 

Like  a  colt’s  for  work  be  shod, 

Made  to  tread  the  mills  of  toil, 

Up  and  down  in  ceaseless  moil : 

Happy  if  their  track  be  found 
Never  on  forbidden  ground; 

Happy  if  they  sink  not  in 
Quick  and  treacherous  sands  of  sin. 
Ah !  that  thou  couldst  know  thy  joy, 
Ere  it  passes,  barefoot  boy ! 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 


Notes  and 

Why  was  the  poet  able  to  make  so 
good  a  picture  of  the  barefoot 
boy? 

What  picture  of  the  barefoot  boy 
does  the  first  stanza  give  you? 

Why  does  the  poet  call  him  a 
1  ‘Prince  ’  *  ? 

What  does  the  boy  have  that 
the  “  million-dollared  ’  ’  can  not 
buy? 


Questions 

What  does  the  barefoot  boy  know 
that  he  “never  learned* *  from 
books? 

Who  taught  him  these  things? 

What  things  has  Nature  taught 
you? 

Why  is  June  “boyhood’s  time”? 

What  is  meant  by  “all  things” 
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waiting  for  him,  “  their  mas¬ 
ter”? 

What  fly  lights  “his  lamp  of 
fire”? 

Wh y  did  the  poet  say  “I  was 
monarch  ”? 

What  is  the  mole’s  spade? 

What  does  Whittier  think  are  the 
boy’s  greatest  troubles? 

Words  and  Phras 

I  ‘  mocks  ”  1 1  Chinese  toy  ’  ’ 

“eschewing”  “snouted” 

“cheek  of  tan”  “cunning” 
“jaunty  grace”  “treacherous” 

I I  republican  ”  “  cloudy-ribbed  ’ 
“hornet  artisans ”“ fresh  baptisms 


What  does  the  poet  call  “prison 
cells  of  pride”? 

Why  does  he  call  them  “prison 
cells  of  pride”? 

What  wish  does  the  poet  express 
for  the  barefoot  boy  in  the  last 
stanza? 

Read  the  lines  that  tell  you  this. 

Which  stanza  do  you  like  best? 

es  for  Discussion 

1  ‘  purple-curtained  ’  ’ 

“ceaseless  moil” 

“Apples  of  Hesperides” 
“sand-rimmed  pickerel  pond” 
“from  fall  to  fall” 
of  the  dew” 


THE  PIED  PIPER  OF  HAMELIST 

ROBERT  BROWNING 

Robert  Browning  (1812-1889)  was,  along  with  Tennyson,  one  of  the 
great  poets  of  the  Victorian  age.  He  was  born  at  Camberwell,  a  sub¬ 
urb  of  London.  He  began  early  to  read  Shelley  and  Keats  and  all  his 
life  was  a  lover  and  student  of  music.  In  1846  he  married  Elizabeth 
Barrett  and  went  to  Italy,  where  for  fifteen  years  he  lived  and  wrote, 
and  where  Mrs.  Browning  died  in  1861.  After  the  death  of  his  wife  he 
returned  to  England  and  spent  most  of  his  time  in  London,  where  he 
continued  his  literary  work.  He  died  at  the  home  of  his  son  in  Venice 
and  was  buried  in  the  Poets’  Corner  of  Westminster  Abbey. 

Hamelin  Town’s  in  Brunswick, 

By  famous  Hanover  city; 

The  river  Weser  deep  and  wide 
Washes  its  wall  on  the  southern  side; 

5  A  pleasanter  spot  you  never  spied ; 

But,  when  begins  my  ditty. 

Almost  five  hundred  years  ago, 

To  see  the  townsfolk  suffer  so 
From  vermin,  was  a  pity. 
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Eats ! 

They  fought  the  dogs  and  killed  the  cats, 

And  bit  the  babies  in  the  cradles, 

And  ate  the  cheeses  out  of  the  vats, 

And  licked  the  soup  from  the  cooks’  own  ladles. 
Split  open  the  kegs  of  salted  sprats, 

Made  nests  inside  men’s  Sunday  hats. 

And  even  spoiled  the  women's  chats. 

By  drowning  their  speaking 
With  shrieking  and  squeaking 
In  fifty  different  sharps  and  flats. 

At  last  the  people  in  a  body 

To  the  Town-hall  came  flocking : 

“  ’Tis  clear,”  cried  they,  “our  Mayor’s  a  noddy : 

And  as  for  our  Corporation — shocking 
To  think  we  buy  gowns  lined  with  ermine 
For  dolts  that  can’t  or  won’t  determine 
What’s  best  to  rid  us  of  our  vermin ! 

You  hope,  because  you’re  old  and  obese, 

To  find  in  the  furry  civic  robe  ease ! 

Eouse  up,  sirs !  Give  your  brains  a  racking 
To  find  the  remedy  we’re  lacking, 

Or,  sure  as  fate,  we’ll  send  you  packing !” 

At  this  the  Mayor  and  Corporation 
Quaked  with  a  mighty  consternation. 

An  hour  they  sat  in  council ; 

At  length  the  Mayor  broke  silence : 

“For  a  guilder  I’d  my  ermine  gown  sell ; 

I  wish  I  were  a  mile  hence ! 

It’s  easy  to  bid  one  rack  one’s  brain — 

I’m  sure  my  poor  liead  aches  again, 

I’ve  scratched  it  so,  and  all  in  vain. 

Oh,  for  a  trap,  a  trap,  a  trap !” 
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Just  as  he  said  this  what  should  hap 
At  the  chamber  door  but  a  gentle  tap  ? 

“  Bless  us/?  cried  the  Mayor,  “what’  s  that  ? 
Anything  like  the  sound  of  a  rat 
Makes  my  heart  go  pit-a-pat ! 

“Come  in,”  the  Mayor  cried,  looking  bigger ; 

And  in  did  come  the  strangest  figure ! 

His  queer  long  coat  from  heel  to  head 
Was  half  of  yellow,  and  half  of  red ; 

And  he  himself  was  tall  and  thin, 

With  sharp  blue  eyes  each  like  a  pin, 

And  light  loose  hair,  yet  swarthy  skin, 

No  tuft  on  cheek,  nor  beard  on  chin, 

But  lips  where  smiles  went  out  and  in. 

There  was  no  guessing  his  kith  or  kin ! 

And  nobody  could  enough  admire 
The  tall  man  and  his  quaint  attire : 

Quoth  one,  “IBs  as  if  my  great-grandsire, 

Starting  up  at  the  trump  of  doom’s  tone, 

Had  walked  this  way  from  his  painted  tombstone !” 

He  advanced  to  the  council  table : 

And,  “Please  your  honors,”  said  he,  “I’m  able, 

By  means  of  a  secret  charm,  to  draw 
All  creatures  living  beneath  the  sun, 

That  creep,  or  swim,  or  fty,  or  run, 

After  me  so  as  you  never  saw ! 

And  I  chiefly  use  my  charm 
On  creatures  that  do  people  harm, 

The  mole,  and  toad,  and  newt,  and  viper ; 

And  people  call  me  the  Pied  Piper. 

(And  here  they  noticed  round  his  neck 
A  scarf  of  red  and  yellow  stripe, 

To  match  with  his  coat  of  the  self-same  cheque : 
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And  at  the  scarfs  end  hung  a  pipe ; 

And  his  fingers,  they  noticed,  were  ever  straying 
As  if  impatient  to  be  playing 
Upon  this  pipe,  as  low  it  dangled 
Over  his  vesture  so  old-fangled.) 

“  Yet,”  said  he,  “poor  piper  as  I  am, 

In  Tartary  I  freed  the  Cham 

Last  June  from  his  huge  swarms  of  gnats; 

I  eased  in  Asia  the  Xizam 

Of  a  monstrous  brood  of  vampire-bats ; 

And  as  for  what  your  brain  bewilders, 

If  I  can  rid  your  town  of  rats 
Will  you  give  me  a  thousand  guilders  ?” 

“  One  ?  fifty  thousand  !”  was  the  exclamation 
Of  the  astonished  Mayor  and  Corporation. 

Into  the  street  the  Piper  stept, 

Smiling  first  a  little  smile, 

As  if  he  knew  what  magic  slept 
In  his  quiet  pipe  the  while ; 

Then  like  a  musical  adept, 

To  blow  the  pipe  his  lips  he  wrinkled, 

And  green  and  blue  his  sharp  eyes  twinkled, 
Like  a  candle  flame  where  salt  is  sprinkled ; 

And  ere  three  shrill  notes  the  pipe  uttered, 

You  heard  as  if  an  army  muttered ; 

And  the  muttering  grew  to  a  grumbling ; 

And  the  grumbling  grew  to  a  mighty  rumbling ; 
And  out  of  the  houses  the  rats  came  tumbling — 
Great  rats,  small  rats,  lean  rats,  brawny  rats, 
Brown  rats,  black  rats,  gray  rats,  tawnv  rats, 
Grave  old  plodders,  gay  young  friskers, 

Fathers,  mothers,  uncles,  cousins, 

Cocking  tails,  and  pricking  whiskers, 

Families  by  tens  and  dozens, 
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Brothers,  sisters,  husbands,  wives — 

Followed  the  Piper  for  their  lives. 

From  street  to  street  he  piped,  advancing, 

And  step  for  step  they  followed  dancing, 

Until  they  came  to  the  river  Weser 
Wherein  all  plunged  and  perished. 

Save  one,  who  stout  as  J ulius  Caesar, 

Swam  across,  and  lived  to  carry 
(As  he  the  manuscript  he  cherished) 

To  Eat-land  home  his  commentary, 

Which  was,  “At  the  first  shrill  notes  of  the  pipe 
I  heard  a  sound  as  of  scraping  tripe, 

And  putting  apples  wondrous  ripe 
Into  a  cider  press’s  gripe ; 

And  a  moving  away  of  pickle-tub  boards, 

And  a  leaving  ajar  of  conserve  cupboards. 

And  a  drawing  the  corks  of  train-oil  flasks. 
And  a  breaking  the  hoops  of  butter  casks ; 

And  it  seemed  as  if  a  voice 

(Sweeter  far  than  by  harp,  or  by  psaltery 

Is  breathed)  called  out,  ‘O  rats,  rejoice ! 

The  world  is  grown  to  one  vast  drysaltery ! 

So  munch  on,  crunch  on,  take  your  nuncheon, 
Breakfast,  dinner,  supper,  luncheon  !’ 

And  just  as  a  bulky  sugar  puncheon, 

All  ready  staved,  like  a  great  sun  shone 
Glorious,  scarce  an  inch  before  me, 

Just  as  methought  it  said,  Tome,  bore  me  !’ 

I  found  the  Weser  rolling  o’er  me.” 

You  should  have  heard  the  Hamelin  people 
Binging  the  bells  till  they  rocked  the  steeple ; 

“  Go,”  cried  the  Mayor,  “and  get  long  poles ! 
Poke  out  the  nests,  and  block  up  the  holes ! 
Consult  with  carpenters  and  builders, 
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And  leave  in  our  town  not  even  a  trace 
Of  the  rats  !”  When  suddenly,  up  the  face 
Of  the  Piper  perched  in  the  market-place, 

With  a  “First,  if  you  please,  my  thousand  guilders !” 

A  thousand  guilders !  The  Mayor  looked  blue. 

So  did  the  Corporation  too. 

For  council  dinners  made  rare  havoc 
With  Claret,  Moselle,  Yin-de-Grave,  Hock; 

And  half  the  money  would  replenish 
Their  cellars  biggest  butt  with  Ehenish. 

To  pay  this  sum  to  a  wandering  fellow 
With  a  gypsy  coat  of  red  and  yellow ! 

“  Beside;5  quoth  the  Mayor,  with  a  knowing  wink, 

“  Our  business  was  done  at  the  river’s  brink ; 

We  saw  with  our  eyes  the  vermin  sink, 

And  what’s  dead  cant  come  to  life,  I  think. 

So,  friend,  we’re  not  the  folks  to  shrink 

From  the  duty  of  giving  you  something  for  drink, 

And  a  matter  of  money  to  put  in  your  poke ; 

But,  as  for  the  guilders,  what  we  spoke 
Of  them,  as  you  very  well  know,  was  in  joke. 

Beside,  our  losses  have  made  us  thrifty : 

A  thousand  guilders !  come,  take  fifty !” 

The  Piper’s  face  fell,  and  he  cried, 

“  Xo  trifling !  I  can't  wait !  beside 
I’ve  promised  to  visit  by  dinner-time 
Bagdat,  and  accept  the  prime 
Of  the  head  cook's  pottage,  all  he's  rich  in, 

For  having  left  in  the  caliph’s  kitchen, 

Of  a  nest  of  scorpions  no  survivor. 

With  him  I  proved  no  bargain-driver, 

With  you,  don’t  think  I’ll  bate  a  stiver ! 

And  folks  who  put  me  in  a  passion 
May  find  me  pipe  after  another  fashion. 
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“  How  ?”  cried  the  mayor,  “d’ye  think  I  brook 
Being  worse  treated  than  a  cook? 

Insulted  by  a  lazy  ribald 

With  idle  pipe  and  vesture  piebald? 

You  threaten  us,  fellow?  Do  your  worst, 

Blow  your  pipe  there  till  you  burst.” 

Once  more  be  stept  into  the  street, 

And  to  his  lips  again 

Laid  his  long  pipe  of  smooth,  straight  cane ; 

And  ere  he  blew  three  notes  (such  sweet 
Soft  notes  as  yet  musician's  cunning 
Yever  gave  the  enraptured  air,) 

There  was  a  rustling  that  seemed  like  a  bustling, 

Of  merry  crowds  justling  at  pitching  and  hustling, 
Small  feet  were  pattering,  wooden  shoes  clattering, 
Little  hands  clapping  and  little  tongues  chattering, 
And,  like  fowls  in  a  farmyard  when  barley  is  scattering, 
Out  came  the  children  running : 

All  the  little  boys  and  girls, 

With  rosy  cheeks  and  flaxen  curls, 

And  sparkling  eyes  and  teeth  like  pearls, 

Tripping  and  skipping  ran  merrily  after 

The  wonderful  music  with  shouting  and  laughter. 

The  Mayor  was  dumb,  and  the  Council  stood 
As  if  they  were  changed  into  blocks  of  wood, 

Unable  to  move  a  step,  or  cry 

To  the  children  merrily  skipping  by — 

And  could  only  follow  with  the  eye 
That  joyous  crowd  at  the  Piper’s  back. 

But  how  the  Mayor  was  on  the  rack, 

And  the  wretched  Council’s  bosoms  beat. 

As  the  Piper  turned  from  the  High  Street 
To  where  the  Weser  rolled  its  waters 
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Eight  in  the  way  of  their  sons  and  daughters ! 
However  he  turned  from  south  to  west. 

And  to  Koppelberg  Hill  his  steps  addressed. 

And  after  him  the  children  pressed; 

Great  was  the  joy  in  every  breast. 

“  He  never  can  cross  that  mighty  top ; 

He's  forced  to  let  the  piping  drop, 

And  we  shall  see  our  children  stop  l” 

When,  lo !  as  they  reached  the  mountain’s  side, 

A  wondrous  portal  opened  wide, 

As  if  a  cavern  was  suddenly  hollowed ; 

And  the  Piper  advanced,  and  the  children  followed. 
And  when  all  were  in  to  the  very  last, 

The  door  in  the  mountain  side  shut  fast. 

Did  I  say,  all?  Xo !  One  was  lame, 

And  could  not  dance  the  whole  of  the  Tvay; 

And  in  after  years,  if  you  would  blame 
His  sadness,  he  was  used  to  say, — 

“  It’s  dull  in  our  town  since  my  playmates  left ! 

I  can’t  forget  that  I  am  bereft 
Of  all  the  pleasant  sights  they  see, 

Which  the  Piper  also  promised  me: 

For  he  led  us,  he  said,  to  a  joyous  land, 

Joining  the  town  and  just  at  hand, 

Where  waters  gushed  and  fruit-trees  grew, 

And  flowers  put  forth  a  fairer  hue, 

And  everything  was  strange  and  new; 

The  sparrows  were  brighter  than  peacocks  here, 

And  their  dogs  outran  our  fallow-deer, 

And  honey-bees  had  lost  their  stings, 

And  horses  were  born  with  eagles’  wings ; 

And  just  as  I  became  assured 
My  lame  foot  would  be  speedily  cured. 

The  music  stopped  and  I  stood  still. 
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And  found  myself  outside  the  hill. 

Left  alone  against  my  will. 

To  go  now  limping  as  before, 

And  never  hear  of  that  country  more  !” 

Alas  !  alas  for  Hamelin ! 

There  came  into  many  a  burgher’s  pate 
A  text  which  says,  that  Heaven’s  Gate 
Opes  to  the  rich  at  as  easy  rate 
As  the  needle’s  eye  takes  a  camel  in ! 

The  Mayor  sent  east,  west,  north,  and  south 
To  offer  the  Piper  by  word  of  mouth, 
Wherever  it  was  men’s  lot  to  find  him, 
Silver  and  gold  to  his  heart’s  content, 

If  he’d  only  return  the  way  he  went, 

And  bring  the  children  behind  him. 

But  when  they  saw  ’twas  a  lost  endeavor. 
And  Piper  and  dancers  were  gone  forever. 
They  made  a  decree  that  lawyers  never 
Should  think  their  records  dated  duly. 

If,  after  the  day  of  the  month  and  year 
These  words  did  not  as  well  appear, 

“And  so  long  after  what  happened  here 
On  the  twenty-second  day  of  July, 
Thirteen  hundred  and  seventy-six 
And  the  better  in  memory  to  fix 
The  place  of  the  children’s  last  retreat. 

They  called  it  the  Pied  Piper’s  Street — 
Where  any  one  playing  on  pipe  or  tabor, 
Was  sure  for  the  future  to  lose  his  labor. 

Hor  suffered  they  hostelry  or  tavern 

To  shock  with  mirth  a  street  so  solemn; 
But  opposite  the  place  of  the  cavern 
They  wrote  the  story  on  a  column, 

And  on  the  great  church  window  painted 


The  Pied  Piper  of  Hamelin 


53 


The  same,  to  make  the  world  acquainted 
280  How  their  children  were  stolen  away; — 

And  there  it  stands  to  this  very  day. 

And  1  must  not  omit  to  say 
That  in  Transylvania  there’s  a  tribe 
Of  alien  people,  who  ascribe 
285  •  The  outlandish  ways  and  dress 

On  which  their  neighbors  lay  such  stress. 

To  their  fathers  and  mothers  having  risen 
Out  of  some  subterraneous  prison 
Into  which  they  were  trepanned 
299  Long  time  ago  in  a  mighty  band, 

Out  of  Hamelin  town  in  Brunswick  land, 

But  how  or  why,  they  don’t  understand. 

So  Willy,  let  me  and  you  be  wipers 

Of  scores  out  with  all  men, — especially  pipers ; 

295  And  whether  they  pipe  us  free  from  rats  or  from  mice 

If  we’ve  promised  them  aught,  let  us  keep  our  promise 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 
Notes  and  Questions 


Find  Hanover  and  the  Weser 
River  on  your  map. 

Whom  did  the  people  blame  for 
the  condition  of  their  city? 

What  threat  did  they  make? 

What  effect  did  this  have  upon 
the  Mayor? 

Describe  the  appearance  of  the 
Mayor’s  strange  visitor. 

What  did  the  Pied  Piper  offer 
to  do? 

How  did  the  Mayor  and  Corpora¬ 
tion  receive  his  proposal? 

How  soon  did  the  notes  of  the 
pipe  take  effect? 

Head  the  report  to  Rat-land. 


What  did  the  Mayor  order  when 
the  rats  had  been  destroyed? 

Whom  had  he  forgotten? 

Read  the  lines  which  show  why 
the  Mayor  dared  dispute  the 
Piper’s  claim. 

How  did  the  Mayor  reward  the 
Piper  for  his  services? 

Compare  the  sound  made  by  the 
gathering  of  the  children  with 
the  noise  made  by  the  rats. 

Where  did  the  Piper  lead  the 
children? 

What  lines  rhyme  in  each  stanza? 

What  comparison  is  made  in  lines 
251,  252  and  253? 
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Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 


( 1  sprats ’ 7 

1  ‘  guilders  ’  7 

“Hock” 

1 1  noddy ” 

1 1  psaltery  7 7 

“quaint  attire” 

1 1  ermine  ’ 7 

1 1 nuncheon  * 7 

1 1  doom  *s  tone 7  7 

1 1  vermin  ’  7 

1 1  hostelry  ” 

“Julius  Caesar” 

“dolts>” 

i  1  Claret 7  7 

“burgher  Js  pate ’ * 

“obese** 

“Moselle” 

f  ( subterranean  prison 7  7 

‘ 1  consternation  *  * 

“  Vin-de-Grave” 

“trepanned” 

KENTUCKY  BELLE 

Constance  Eenimore  Woolson 
Constance  Fenimore  Woolson  (1848-1894),  an  American  writer,  was 
born  in  Clermont,  New  Hampshire.  She  was  a  grandniece  of  James 
Fenimore  Cooper,  the  author  of  “Leather  Stocking  Tales. ”  With 
her  parents  she  removed  to  Cleveland,  O.,  and  afterwards  to  New 
York  City.  She  died  in  Venice,  Italy. 

1 

Summer  of  ’sixty-three,  sir,  and  Conrad  was  gone  away — 

Gone  to  the  country  town,  sir,  to  sell  our  first  load  of  hay: 

We  lived  in  the  log-house  yonder,  poor  as  ever  you’ve  seen  ; 
Boschen  there  was  a  baby,  and  I  was  only  nineteen. 

2 

Conrad  he  took  the  oxen,  but  he  left  Kentucky  Belle. 

How  much  we  thought  of  Kentuck,  I  couldn’t  begin  to  tell — 
Came  from  the  Blue-grass  country ;  my  father  gave  her  to  me 
When  I  rode  North  with  Conrad,  away  from  the  Tennessee. 

3 

Conrad  lived  in  Ohio — a  German  he  is,  you  know — 

The  house  stood  in  broad  corn-fields,  stretching  on  row  after  row. 
The  old  folks  made  me  welcome ;  they  were  kind  as  kind  could  be ; 
But  I  kept  longing,  longing,  for  the  hills  of  the  Tennessee. 

4 

Oh  for  a  sight  of  water,  the  shadowed  slope  of  a  hill ! 

Clouds  that  hang  on  the  summit,  a  wind  that  never  is  still ! 
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But  the  level  land  went  stretching  away  to  meet  the  sky — 

Never  a  rise,  from  north  or  south,  to  rest  the  weary  eye ! 

5 

From  east  to  west,  no  river  to  shine  out  under  the  moon, 

Nothing  to  make  a  shadow  in  the  yellow  afternoon : 

Only  the  breathless  sunshine,  as  I  looked  out,  all  forlorn ; 

Only  the  “rustle,  rustle,”  as  I  walked  among  the  corn. 

6 

When  I  fell  sick  with  pining,  we  didn’t  wait  any  more, 

But  moved  away  from  the  corn-lands,  out  to  this  river  shore — 
The  Tuscarawas  it’s  called,  sir — off  there’s  a  hill,  you  see — 

And  now  I’ve  grown  to  like  it  next  best  to  the  Tennessee. 

7 

I  was  at  work  that  morning.  Some  one  came  riding  like  mad 
Over  the  bridge  and  up  the  road — Farmer  Routh’s  little  lad 
Bareback  he  rode ;  he  had  no  hat ;  he  hardly  stopped  to  say : 
“Morgan’s  men  are  coming,  Frau;  they’re  galloping  on  this  way. 

8 

“I’m  sent  to  warn  the  neighbors.  He  isn’t  a  mile  behind ; 

He  sweeps  up  all  the  horses — every  horse  that  he  can  find. 
Morgan,  Morgan  the  raider,  and  Morgan’s  terrible  men, 

With  bowie-knives  and  pistols,  are  galloping  up  the  glen !” 

9 

The  lad  rode  down  the  valley,  and  I  stood  still  at  the  door ; 

The  baby  laughed  and  prattled,  playing  with  spools  on  the  floor ; 
Kentuck  was  out  in  the  pasture ;  Conrad,  my  man,  was  gone. 
Near,  nearer,  Morgan’s  men  were  galloping,  galloping  on! 

10 

Sudden  I  picked  up  baby,  and  ran  to  the  pasture-bar. 
“Kentuck!”  I  called — “Kentucky!”  She  knew  me  ever  so  far! 
I  led  her  down  the  gully  that  turns  off  there  to  the  right, 

And  tied  her  to  the  bushes;  her  head  was  just  out  of  sight. 
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11 

As  I  ran  back  to  the  log-house,  at  once  there  came  a  sound — 

The  ring  of  hoofs,  galloping  hoofs,  trembling  over  the  ground — 
Coming  into  the  turnpike  out  from  the  White-woman  Glen — 
Morgan,  Morgan  the  raider,  and  Morgan’s  terrible  men. 

12 

As  near  they  drew  and  nearer,  my  heart  beat  fast  in  alarm ; 

But  still  I  stood  in  the  door-way  with  baby  on  my  arm. 

They  came ;  they  passed ;  with  spur  and  whip  in  haste  they  sped 
along — 

Morgan,  Morgan  the  raider,  and  his  band,  six  hundred  strong. 

13 

Weary  they  looked  and  jaded,  riding  through  night  and  through 
day; 

Pushing  on  east  to  the  river,  many  long  miles  away, 

To  the  border-strip  where  Virginia  runs  up  into  the  west, 

And  fording  the  Upper  Ohio  before  they  could  stop  to  rest. 

14 

On  like  the  wind  they  hurried,  and  Morgan  rode  in  advance ; 
Bright  were  his  eyes  like  live  coals,  as  he  gave  me  a  sidewise 
glance ; 

And  I  was  just  breathing  freely,  after  my  choking  pain, 

When  the  last  one  of  the  troopers  suddenly  drew  his  rein. 

15 

Frightened  I  was  to  death,  sir ;  I  scarce  dared  look  in  his  face, 

As  he  asked  for  a  drink  of  water,  and  glanced  around  the  place. 
I  gave  him  a  cup,  and  he  smiled — ’twas  only  a  boy,  you  see, 

Faint  and  worn,  with  dim-blue  eyes;  and  he’d  sailed  on  the 
Tennessee. 
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16 

Only  sixteen  he  was,  sir — a  fond  mother’s  only  son — 

Off  and  away  with  Morgan  before  his  life  had  begun ; 

The  damp  drops  stood  on  his  temples;  drawn  was  the  boyish 
mouth ; 

And  I  thought  me  of  the  mother  waiting  down  in  the  South. 

17 

Oh  !  pluck  was  he  to  the  backbone,  and  clear  grit  through  and 
through ; 

Boasted  and  bragged  like  a  trooper;  but  the  big  words  wouldn’t 
do ; — 

The  boy  was  dying,  sir,  dying,  as  plain  as  plain  could  be. 

Worn  out  by  his  ride  with  Morgan  up  from  the  Tennessee. 

18 

But  when  I  told  the  laddie  that  I  too  was  from  the  South, 

Water  came  in  his  dim  eyes,  and  quivers  around  his  mouth. 

“Do  you  know  the  Blue-grass  country  ?”  he  wistful  began  to  say ; 
Then  swayed  like  a  willow  sapling,  and  fainted  dead  away. 

19 

I  had  him  into  the  log-house,  and  worked  and  brought  him  to ; 

I  fed  him,  and  I  coaxed  him,  as  I  thought  his  mother’d  do ; 

And  when  the  lad  got  better,  and  the  noise  in  his  head  was  gone, 
Morgan’s  men  were  miles  away,  galloping,  galloping  on. 

20 

“Oh,  I  must  go !”  he  muttered ;  “I  must  be  up  and  away ! 
Morgan — Morgan  is  waiting  for  me !  Oh,  what  will  Morgan 
say  ?” 

But  I  heard  a  sound  of  tramping,  and  kept  him  back  from  the 
door — 

The  ringing  sound  of  horses’  hoofs  that  I  had  heard  before. 
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21 

And  on,  on  came  the  soldiers — the  Michigan  cavalry — 

And  fast  they  rode,  and  black  they  looked,  galloping  rapidly; 

They  had  followed  hard  on  Morgan’s  track;  they  had  followed 
day  and  night ; 

But  of  Morgan  and  Morgan’s  raiders  they  had  never  caught  a 
sight. 

22 

And  rich  Ohio  sat  startled  through  all  those  summer  days; 

For  strange,  wild  men  were  galloping  over  her  broad  highways — 

.Now  here,  now  there,  now  seen,  now  gone,  now  north,  now  east, 
now  west, 

Through  river- valleys  and  corn-land  farms,  sweeping  away  her 
best. 


23 

A  bold  ride  and  a  long  ride !  But  they  were  taken  at  last. 

They  almost  reached  the  river  by  galloping  hard  and  fast; 

But  the  boys  in  blue  were  upon  them  ere  ever  they  gained  the 
ford. 

And  Morgan,  Morgan  the  raider,  laid  down  his  terrible  sword. 


24 

Well,  I  kept  the  boy  till  evening — kept  him  against  his  will — 
But  he  was  too  weak  to  follow,  and  sat  there  pale  and  still. 
When  it  was  cool  and  dusky — you’ll  wonder  to  hear  me  tell, 

But  I  stole  down  to  that  gully  and  brought  up  Kentucky  Belle. 


25 

I  kissed  the  star  on  her  forehead — my  pretty,  gentle  lass — 
But  I  knew  that  she’d  be  happy  back  in  the  old  Blue-grass. 
A  suit  of  clothes  of  Conrad’s,  with  all  the  money  I  had, 
And  Kentuck,  pretty  Kentuck,  I  gave  to  the  worn-out  lad. 
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I  guided  him  to  the  southward  as  well  as  I  knew  how ; 

The  boy  rode  off  with  many  thanks  and  many  a  backward  bow; 
And  then  the  glow  it  faded,  and  my  heart  began  to  swell, 

As  down  the  glen  away  she  went,  my  lost  Kentucky  Belle ! 

27 

When  Conrad  came  in  the  evening,  the  moon  was  shining  high ; 
Baby  and  I  were  both  crying — I  couldn’t  tell  him  wThy — 

But  a  battered  suit  of  rebel  gray  was  hanging  on  the  wall, 

And  a  thin  old  horse,  with  drooping  head,  stood  in  Kentucky’s 


Well,  he  was  kind,  and  never  once  said  a  hard  word  to  me ; 

He  knew  I  couldn’t  help  it — ’twas  all  for  the  Tennessee. 

But,  after  the  war  was  over,  just  think  what  came  to  pass — 

A  letter,  sir ;  and  the  two  were  safe  back  in  the  old  Blue-grass. 

29 

The  lad  had  got  across  the  border,  riding  Kentucky  Belle; 

And  Ken  tuck  she  was  thriving,  and  fat,  and  hearty,  and  well ; 
He  cared  for  her,  and  kept  her,  nor  touched  her  with  whip  or 
spur. 

Ah !  we’ve  had  many  horses  since,  but  never  a  horse  like  her ! 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 


Notes  and  Questions 

Historical:  In  the  summer  of  1863,  a  force  of  men  under  the  Con¬ 
federate  general,  John  H.  Morgan,  dashed  across  Kentucky  into 
Indiana  and  Ohio,  but  they  were  surrounded  and  captured  while 
trying  to  recross  the  Ohio  river.  This  was  called  “ Morgan’s  Raid.  ” 

What  great  war  was  going  on  in  Where  is  the  Blue  Grass  country? 

the  United  States  at  this  time?  For  what  did  the  woman  long  in 

her  new  home? 
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Read  the  lines  in  the  fourth  and 
fifth  stanzas  which  describe  the 
Ohio  country. 

Where  were  Morgan  and  his  men 
going  when  the  woman  saw 
them? 

Who  wTere  the  horsemen  who  gal¬ 
loped  past  soon  after? 

What  was  the  second  company  of 
horsemen  trying  to  do? 

What  did  the  woman  do  for  the 
young  soldier? 

How  did  she  feel  after  he  rode 
away? 


When  did  she  hear  from  him? 

What  did  he  tell  her  about  Ken¬ 
tucky  Belle? 

What  does  the  repetition  of  Mor¬ 
gan’s  name  in,  “  Morgan,  Mor¬ 
gan  the  raider,”  help  you  to 
feel? 

What  does  the  repetition  of  the 
word  ‘ i  galloping, ”  as  ( ‘  gallop¬ 
ing,  galloping  on,”  help  you  to 
see? 

For  whom  is  the  story  named? 

Can  you  think  of  any  other  title 
which  might  be  given  to  it? 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 

“yellow  afternoon”  “swayed  like  a  willow  sapling” 

“breathless  sunshine”  “laid  down  his  terrible  sword” 


THE  KING  OF  THE  GOLDEN  RIVER;  OR,  THE  BLACK 

BROTHERS 

John  Ruskin 

John  Ruskin  (1819-1900)  was  an  English  writer.  He  was  born  in 
London.  In  1839  he  won  a  prize  at  Oxford  University,  where  he 
graduated  in  1842.  He  wrote  “The  King  of  the  Golden  Eiver, ”  “for 
a  very  young  lady,”  while  he  was  in  college.  He  was  an  art  critic  and 
his  writings  on  art  topics  are  unsurpassed. 

CHAPTER  ONE 

HOW  THE  AGEICULTUEAL  SYSTEM  OF  THE  BLACK 
BEOTHEES  WAS  INTEEFEEED  WITH  BY 
SOUTH-WEST  WIND,  ESQUIRE 

I 

TREASURE  VALLEY  AND  THE  BLACK  BROTHERS 

In  a  secluded  and  mountainous  part  of  Stiria  there  was  in 
old  time  a  valley  of  the  most  surprising  and  luxuriant  fertility. 
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It  was  surrounded  on  all  sides  by  steep  and  rocky  mountains, 
rising  into  peaks  which  were  always  covered  with  snow,  and 
from  which  a  number  of  torrents  descended  in  constant  cataracts. 
One  of  these  fell  westward  over  the  face  of  a  crag  so  high  that, 
when  the  sun  had  set  to  everything  else,  and  all  below  was 
darkness,  his  beams  still  shone  full  upon  this  waterfall,  so  that 
it  looked  like  a  shower  of  gold.  It  was,  therefore,  called  by  the 
people  of  the  neighborhood,  the  Golden  Biver.  It  was  strange 
that  none  of  these  streams  fell  into  the  valley  itself.  They  all 
descended  on  the  other  side  of  the  mountains,  and  wound  away 
through  broad  plains  and  past  populous  cities.  But  the  clouds 
were  drawn  so  constantly  to  the  snowy  hills,  and  rested  so  softly 
in  the  circular  hollow,  that  in  time  of  drought  and  heat,  when 
all  the  country  round  was  burnt  up,  there  was  still  rain  in  the 
little  valley ;  and  its  crops  were  so  heavy  and  its  hay  so  high,  and 
its  apples  so  red,  and  its  grapes  so  blue,  and  its  wine  so  rich, 
and  its  honey  so  sweet,  that  it  was  a  marvel  to  every  one  who 
beheld  it,  and  was  commonly  called  the  Treasure  Valley. 

The  whole  of  this  little  valley  belonged  to  three  brothers 
called  Schwartz,  Hans,  and  Gluck.  Schwartz  and  Hans,  the 
two  elder  brothers,  were  very  ugly  men,  with  overhanging  eye¬ 
brows  and  small  dull  eyes,  which  were  always  half  shut,  so  that 
you  could  not  see  into  them,  and  always  fancied  they  saw  very 
far  into  you.  They  lived  by  farming  the  Treasure  Valley,  and 
very  good  farmers  they  were.  They  killed  everything  that  did 
not  pay  for  its  eating.  They  shot  the  blackbirds,  because  they 
pecked  the  fruit;  and  killed  the  hedgehogs,  lest  they  should 
suck  the  cows;  they  poisoned  the  crickets  for  eating  the  crumbs 
in  the  kitchen ;  and  smothered  the  cicadas,  which  used  to  sing  all 
summer  in  the  lime  trees.  They  worked  their  servants  without 
any  wages,  till  they  would  not  work  any  more,  and  then  quar¬ 
relled  with  them,  and  turned  them  out  of  doors  without  paying 
them.  It  would  have  been  very  odd  if  with  such  a  farm  and 
such  a  system  of  farming  they  hadn’t  got  very  rich;  and  very 
rich  they  did  get.  They  generally  contrived  to  keep  their  corn 


62 


Elson  Grammar  School  Reader  Booh  Two 


by  them  till  it  was  very  dear,  and  then  sell  it  for  twice  its  value ; 
they  had  heaps  of  gold  lying  about  on  their  floors,  yet  it  was 
never  known  that  they  had  given  so  much  as  a  penny  or  a  crust 
in  charity;  they  never  went  to  mass:  grumbled  perpetually  at 
5  paying  tithes;  and  were,  in  a  word,  of  so  cruel  and  grinding  a 
temper  as  to  receive  from  all  those  with  whom  they  had  any 
dealings  the  nickname  of  the  “Black  Brothers.” 

The  youngest  brother,  Gluck,  was  as  completely  opposed,  in 
both  appearance  and  character,  to  his  seniors  as  could  possibly 
10  be  imagined  or  desired.  He  was  not  above  twelve  years  old, 
fair,  blue-eyed  and  kind  in  temper  to  every  living  thing.  He 
did  not,  of  course,  agree  particularly  well  with  his  brothers,  or 
rather,  they  did  not  agree  with  him.  He  was  usually  appointed 
to  the  honorable  office  of  turnspit,  when  there  was  anything  to 
15  roast,  which  was  not  often;  for,  to  do  the  brothers  justice,  they 
were  hardly  less  sparing  upon  themselves  than  upon  other  people. 
At  other  times  he  used  to  clean  the  shoes,  floors,  and  sometimes 
the  plates,  occasionally  getting  what  was  left  on  them,  by  way 
of  encouragement,  and  a  wholesome  quantity  of  dry  blows,  by 
20  wa y  of  education. 


II 

THE  WET  WEATHER  AND  THE  STRANGE  VISITOR 

Things  went  on  in  this  manner  for  a  long  time.  At  last 
came  a  very  wet  summer,  and  everything  went  wrong  in  the 
country  around.  The  hay  had  hardly  been  got  in  when  the 
haystacks  were  floated  bodily  down  to  the  sea  by  an  inundation ; 
25  the  vines  were  cut  to  pieces  with  the  hail;  the  corn  was  all 
killed  by  a  black  blight;  only  in  the  Treasure  Valley,  as  usual, 
all  was  safe.  As  it  had  rain  when  there  was  rain  nowhere  else, 
go  it  had  sun  when  there  was  sun  nowhere  else.  Everybody 
came  to  buy  corn  at  the  farm,  and  went  away  pouring  maledic- 
30  tions  on  the  Black  Brothers.  They  asked  what  they  liked,  and 
got  it,  except  from  the  poor  people,  who  could  only  beg,  and 
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several  of  whom  were  starved  at  their  very  door  without  the 
slightest  regard. 

It  was  drawing  towards  winter,  and  very  cold  weather,  when 
one  day  the  two  elder  brothers  had  gone  out  with  their  usual 
warning  to  little  Gluck,  who  was  left  to  mind  the  roast,  that  he 
was  to  let  nobody  in  and  give  nothing  out.  Gluck  sat  down 
quite  close  to  the  fire,  for  it  was  raining  very  hard,  and  the 
kitchen  walls  were  by  no  means  dry  or  comfortable  looking. 
He  turned  and  turned,  and  the  roast  got  nice  and  brown.  “What 
a  pitv/?  thought  Gluck,  “my  brothers  never  ask  anybody  to 
dinner.  I’m  sure  when  they  have  such  a  nice  piece  of  mutton 
as  this,  and  nobody  else  has  so  much  as  a  piece  of  dry  bread, 
it  would  do  their  hearts  good  to  have  somebody  to  eat  it  with 
them.” 

Just  as  he  spoke  there  came  a  double  knock  at  the  house  door, 
yet  heavy  and  dull,  as  though  the  knocker  had  been  tied  up — 
more  like  a  puff  than  a  knock. 

“It  must  be  the  wind,”  said  Gluck;  “nobody  else  would  ven¬ 
ture  to  knock  double  knocks  at  our  door.” 

Ho;  it  wasn’t  the  wind:  there  it  came  again  very  hard;  and 
what  was  particularly  astounding,  the  knocker  seemed  to  be  in 
a  hurry,  and  not  to  be  in  the  least  afraid  of  the  consequences. 
Gluck  went  to  the  window,  opened  it,  and  put  his  head  out  to 
see  who  it  was. 

It  was  the  most  extraordinary-looking  little  gentleman  he 
had  ever  seen  in  his  life.  He  had  a  very  large  nose,  slightly 
brass-colored;  his  cheeks  were  very  round  and  very  red,  and 
might  have  warranted  a  supposition  that  he  had  been  blowing 
a  refractory  fire  for  the  last  eight-and-forty  hours;  his  eyes 
twinkled  merrily  through  long  silky  eyelashes,  his  moustaches 
curled  twice  round  like  a  corkscrew  on  each  side  of  his  mouth, 
and  his  hair,  of  a  curious  mixed  pepper-and-salt  color,  descended 
far  over  his  shoulders.  He  was  about  four-feet-six  in  height, 
and  wore  a  conical  pointed  cap  of  nearly  the  same  altitude, 
decorated  with  a  black  feather  some  three  feet  long.  His  doublet 
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was  prolonged  behind  into  something  resembling  a  violent  exag¬ 
geration  of  what  is  now  termed  a  “swallow-tail/*  but  was  much 
obscured  by  the  swelling  folds  of  an  enormous  black,  glossy¬ 
looking  cloak,  which  must  have  been  very  much  too  long  in  calm 
5  weather,  as  the  wind,  whistling  round  the  old  house,  carried  it 
clear  out  from  the  wearer’s  shoulders  to  about  four  times  his 
own  length. 

Gluck  was  so  perfectly  paralyzed  by  the  singular  appearance 
of  his  visitor  that  he  remained  fixed  without  uttering  a  word, 
10  until  the  old  gentleman,  having  performed  another  and  a  more 
energetic  concerto  on  the  knocker,  turned  round  to  look  after 
his  fly-away  cloak.  In  so  doing  he  caught  sight  of  Gluck’s  little 
yellow  head  jammed  in  the  window,  with  his  mouth  and  eyes 
very  wide  open  indeed. 

IS  “Hollo!”  said  the  little  gentleman,  “that’s  not  the  way  to 
answer  the  door :  I’m  wet,  let  me  in.” 

To  do  the  little  gentleman  justice,  he  was  wet.  His  feather 
hung  down  between  his  legs  like  a  beaten  puppy’s  tail,  dripping 
like  an  umbrella;  and  from  the  ends  of  his  moustaches  the 
20  water  was  running  into  his  waistcoat  pockets,  and  out  again  like 
a  mill  stream. 

“I  beg  pardon,  sir,”  said  Gluck,  “I’m  very  sorry,  but  I  really 
can’t.” 

“Can’t  what  ?”  said  the  old  gentleman. 

25  “I  can’t  let  you  in,  sir, — I  can’t  indeed;  my  brothers  would 
beat  me  to  death,  sir,  if  I  thought  of  such  a  thing.  What  do  you 
want,  sir?” 

“Want?”  said  the  old  gentleman,  petulantly.  “I  want  fire 
and  shelter ;  and  there’s  your  great  fire  there,  blazing,  crackling, 
30  and  dancing  on  the  walls,  with  nobody  to  feel  it.  Let  me  in, 
I  say;  I  only  want  to  warm  myself.” 

Gluck  had  had  his  head  so  long  out  of  the  window  by  this 
time  that  he  began  to  feel  it  was  really  unpleasantly  cold,  and 
when  he  turned  and  saw  the  beautiful  fire  rustling  and  roaring, 
35  and  throwing  long,  bright  tongues  up  the  chimney,  as  if  it  were 
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licking  its  chops  at  the  savory  smell  of  the  leg  of  mutton,  his 
heart  melted  within  him  that  it  should  be  burning  away  for 
nothing.  “He  does  look  very  wet,”  said  little  Gluck;  “I’ll  just 
let  him  in  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour.”  Bound  he  went  to  the 
door  and  opened  it;  and  as  the  little  gentleman  walked  in  there 
came  a  gust  of  wind  through  the  house  that  made  the  old 
chimneys  totter. 

“That’s  a  good  bo}^”  said  the  little  gentleman.  “Never  mind 
your  brothers.  I’ll  talk  to  them.” 

“Pray,  sir,  don’t  do  any  such  thing,”  said  Gluck.  “I  can’t 
let  you  stay  till  they  come ;  they’d  be  the  death  of  me.” 

“Dear  me,”  said  the  old  gentleman,  “I’m  very  sorry  to  hear 
that.  How  long  may  I  stay?” 

“Only  till  the  mutton’s  done,  sir,”  replied  Gluck,  “and  it’s 
very  brown.” 

Then  the  old  gentleman  walked  into  the  kitchen,  and  sat  him¬ 
self  down  on  the  hob,  with  the  top  of  his  cap  accommodated  up 
the  chimney,  for  it  was  a  great  deal  too  high  for  the  roof. 

“You’ll  soon  dry  there,  sir,”  said  Gluck,  and  sat  down  again 
to  turn  the  mutton.  But  the  old  gentleman  did  not  dry  there, 
but  went  on  drip,  drip,  dripping  among  the  cinders,  and  the 
fire  fizzed,  and  sputtered,  and  began  to  look  very  black  and 
uncomfortable.^  Never  was  such  a  cloak;  every  fold  in  it  ran 
like  a  gutter. 

“I  beg  pardon,  sir,”  said  Gluck  at  length,  after  watching  for 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  the  water  spreading  in  long,  quicksilver¬ 
like  streams  over  the  floor ;  “may  I  take  your  cloak  ?” 

“No,  thank  you,”  said  the  old  gentleman. 

“Your  cap,  sir?” 

“I  am  all  right,  thank  you,”  said  the  old  gentleman,  rather 
gruffly. 

“But, — sir, — I’m  very  sorry,”  said  Gluck,  hesitatingly ;  “but — 
really,  sir, — you’re — putting  the  fire  out.” 

“It’ll  take  longer  to  do  the  mutton,  then,”  replied  his  visitor, 
dryly. 
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Gluck  was  very  much  puzzled  by  the  behavior  of  his  guest; 
it  was  such  a  strange  mixture  of  coolness  and  humility.  He 
turned  away  at  the  string  meditatively  for  another  five  minutes. 

“That  mutton  looks  very  nice ,”  said  the  old  gentleman  at 
5  length.  “Can’t  you  give  me  a  little  bit?” 

“Impossible,  sir,”  said  Gluck. 

“I’m  very  hungry,”  continued  the  old  gentleman;  “I’ve  had 
nothing  to  eat  yesterday  nor  to-day.  They  surely  couldn’t  miss 
a  bit  from  the  knuckle !” 

10  He  spoke  in  so  very  melancholy  a  tone  that  it  quite  melted 
Gluck’s  heart.  “They  promised  me  one  slice,  to-day,  sir,”  said 
he;  “I  can  give  you  that,  but  not  a  bit  more.” 

“That’s  a  good  boy,”  said  the  old  gentleman  again. 

Ill 

THE  RETURN  OF  HANS  AND  SCHWARTZ 

Then  Gluck  warmed  a  plate,  and  sharpened  a  knife.  “I  don’t 
15  care  if  I  do  get  beaten  for  it,”  thought  he.  Just  as  he  had  cut  a 
large  slice  out  of  the  mutton  there  came  a  tremendous  rap  at  the 
door.  The  old  gentleman  jumped  off  the  hob,  as  if  it  had  sud¬ 
denly  become  inconveniently  warm.  Gluck  fitted  the  slice  into 
the  mutton  again,  with  desperate  efforts  at  exactitude,  and  ran 
20  to  open  the  door. 

“What  did  you  keep  us  waiting  in  the  rain  for  ?”  said  Schwartz, 
as  he  walked  in,  throwing  his  umbrella  in  Gluck’s  face.  “Ay ! 
what  for,  indeed,  you  little  vagabond  ?”  said  Hans,  administering 
an  educational  box  on  the  ear,  as  he  followed  his  brother  into 
25  the  kitchen. 

“Bless  my  soul !”  said  Schwartz,  when  he  opened  the  door. 

“Amen,”  said  the  little  gentleman,  who  had  taken  his  cap  off, 
and  was  standing  in  the  middle  of  the  kitchen,  bowing  with  the 
utmost  possible  velocity. 

30  “Who’s  that?”  said  Schwartz,  catching  up  a  rolling-pin;  and 
turning  to  Gluck  with  a  fierce  frown. 
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“I  don’t  know,  indeed,  brother,”  said  Glnck,  in  great  terror. 

“How  did  he  get  in  ?”  roared  Schwartz. 

“My  dear  brother,”  said  Glnck,  deprecatingly,  “he  was  so  very 
wet !” 

The  rolling-pin  was  descending  on  Gluck’s  head;  but  at  the 
instant  the  old  gentleman  interposed  his  conical  cap,  on  which 
it  crashed  with  a  shock  that  shook  the  water  ont  of  it  all  over 
the  room.  What  was  very  odd,  the  rolling-pin  no  sooner 
touched  the  cap  than  it  flew  ont  of  Schwartz’s  hand,  spinning 
like  a  straw  in  a  high  wind,  and  fell  into  the  corner  at  the  farther 
end  of  the  room. 

“Who  are  yon,  sir?”  demanded  Schwartz,  turning  upon  him. 

‘What’s  your  business  ?”  snarled  Hans. 

“I  am  a  poor  old  man,  sir,”  the  little  gentleman  began  very 
modestly,  “and  I  saw  your  fire  through  the  window,  and  begged 
shelter  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour.” 

“Have  the  goodness  to  walk  out  again,  then,”  said  Schwartz. 
“We’ve  quite  enough  water  in  our  kitchen  without  making  it  a 
drying-house.” 

“It  is  a  cold  day  to  turn  an  old  man  out  in,  sir;  look  at  my 
gray  hairs.”  They  hung  down  to  his  shoulders,  as  I  told  you 
before. 

“Ay!”  said  Hans,  “there  are  enough  of  them  to  keep  you 
warm.  Walk !” 

“I’m  very,  very  hungry,  sir;  couldn’t  you  spare  me  a  bit  of 
bread  before  I  go  ?” 

“Bread,  indeed !”  said  Schwartz ;  “do  you  suppose  we’ve  noth¬ 
ing  to  do  with  our  bread  but  to  give  it  to  such  red-nosed  fellows 
as  you  ?” 

“Why  don’t  you.  sell  your  feather?”  said  Hans,  sneeringly. 
“Out  with  you !” 

“A  little  bit,”  said  the  old  gentleman. 

“Be  off !”  said  Schwartz. 

“Pray,  gentlemen — ” 

“Off,  and  be  hanged !”  cried  Hans,  seizing  him  by  the  collar. 
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But  he  had  no  sooner  touched  the  old  gentleman’s  collar  than 
away  he  went  after  the  rolling-pin,  spinning  round  and  round, 
till  he  fell  into  the  corner  on  the  top  of  it.  Then  Schwartz  was 
very  angry,  and  ran  at  the  old  gentleman  to  turn  him  out;  but 
he  also  had  hardly  touched  him,  when  away  he  went  after  Hans 
and  the  rolling-pin,  and  hit  his  head  against  the  wall  as  he 
tumbled  into  the  corner.  And  so  there  they  lay,  all  three. 

Then  the  old  gentleman  spun  himself  round  with  velocity  in 
the  opposite  direction;  continued  to  spin  until  his  long  cloak 
was  all  wound  neatly  about  him;  clapped  his  cap  on  his  head, 
very  much  on  one  side  (for  it  could  not  stand  upright  without 
going  through  the  ceiling),  gave  an  additional  twist  to  his  cork¬ 
screw  moustaches,  and  replied  with  perfect  coolness:  “Gentle¬ 
men,  I  wish  you  a  very  good  morning.  At  twelve  o’clock  tonight 
I’ll  call  again ;  after  such  a  refusal  of  hospitality  as  I  have  just 
experienced,  you  will  not  be  surprised  if  that  visit  is  the  last  I 
ever  pay  you.” 

“If  ever  I  catch  you  here  again,”  muttered  Schwartz,  coming, 
half  frightened,  out  of  the  corner — but,  before  he  could  finish 
his  sentence,  the  old  gentleman  had  shut  the  house  door  behind 
him  with  a  great  bang:  and  there  drove  past  the  window,  at 
the  same  instant,  a  wreath  of  ragged  cloud,  that  whirled  and 
rolled  away  down  the  valley  in  all  manner  of  shapes;  turning 
over  and  over  in  the  air,  and  melting  away  at  last  in  a  gush  of 
rain. 

“A  very  pretty  business,  indeed,  Mr.  Gluck!”  said  Schwartz. 
“Dish  the  mutton,  sir.  If  ever  I  catch  you  at  such  a  trick 
again — bless  me,  why,  the  mutton’s  been  cut !” 

“You  promised  me  one  slice,  brother,  you  know,”  said  Gluck. 

“Oh !  and  you  were  cutting  it  hot,  I  suppose,  and  going  to 
catch  all  the  gravy.  It’ll  be  long  before  I  promise  you  such  a 
thing  again.  Leave  the  room,  sir;  and  have  the  kindness  to 
wait  in  the  coal-cellar  till  I  call  you.” 

Gluck  left  the  room  melancholy  enough.  The  brothers  ate  as 
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much  mutton  as  they  could,  locked  the  rest  into  the  cupboard, 
and  proceeded  to  get  very  drunk  after  dinner. 

Such  a  night  as  it  was!-  Howling  wind,  and  rushing  rain, 
without  intermission.  The  brothers  had  just  sense  enough  left 
5  to  put  up  all  the  shutters,  and  double  bar  the  door,  before  they 
went  to  bed.  They  usually  slept  in  the  same  room.  As  the 
clock  struck  twelve,  they  were  both  awakened  by  a  tremendous 
crash.  Their  door  burst  open  with  a  violence  that  shook  the 
house  from  top  to  bottom. 

10  “What’s  that?”  cried  Schwartz,  starting  up  in  his  bed. 

“Only  I,”  said  the  little  gentleman. 

The  two  brothers  sat  up  on  their  bolster,  and  stared  into  the 
darkness.  The  room  was  full  of  water;  and  by  a  misty  moon¬ 
beam,  which  found  its  way  through  a  hole  in  the  shutter,  they 

15  could  see  in  the  midst  of  it  an  enormous  foam  globe,  spinning 
round,  and  bobbing  up  and  down  like  a  cork,  on  which,  as  on  a 
most  luxurious  cushion,  reclined  the  little  old  gentleman,  cap 
and  all.  There  was  plenty  of  room  for  it  now,  for  the  roof 
was  off. 

20  “Sorry  to  incommode  you,”  said  their  visitor,  ironically. 
“Fm  afraid  your  beds  are  dampish;  perhaps  you  had  better  go 
to  your  brother’s  room :  I’ve  left  the  ceiling  on  there.” 

They  required  no  second  admonition,  but  rushed  into  Gluck’s 
room,  wet  through,  and  in  an  agony  of  terror. 

25  “You’ll  find  my  card  on  the  kitchen  table,”  the  old  gentle¬ 
man  called  after  them.  “Remember,  the  last  visit.” 

“Pray  Heaven  it  may !”  said  Schwartz,  shuddering.  And  the 
foam  globe  disappeared. 

Dawn  came  at  last,  and  the  two  brothers  looked  out  of  Gluck’s 

30  little  window  in  the  morning.  The  Treasure  Valley  was  one 
mass  of  ruin  and  desolation.  The  inundation  had  swept  away 
trees,  crops,  and  cattle,  and  left  in  their  stead  a  waste  of  red 
sand  and  gray  mud.  The  two  brothers  crept  shivering  and 
horror-struck  into  the  kitchen.  The  water  had  gutted  the  whole 
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first  floor;  corn,  money,  almost  every  movable  thing  had  been 
swept  away,  and  there  was  left  only  a  small  white  card  on  the 
kitchen  table.  On  it,  in  large,  breezy,  long-legged  letters,  were 
engraved  the  words : — 

SOUTHWEST  WIND,  ESQUIRE. 

CHAPTER  TWO 

OF  THE  PROCEEDINGS  OF  THE  THREE  BROTHERS  AFTER 

THE  VISIT  OF  SOUTH-WEST  WIND,  ESQUIRE;  AND  HOW 
LITTLE  GLUCK  HAD  AN  INTERVIEW  WITH  THE 
KING  OF  THE  GOLDEN  RIVER 

I 

HOW  THE  BLACK  BROTHERS  BECAME  GOLDSMITHS 

Southwest  Wind,  Esquire,  was  as  good  as  his  word.  After 
the  momentous  visit  above  related,  he  entered  the  Treasure 
Valley  no  more;  and  what  wtis  worse,  he  had  so  much  influence 
with  his  relations,  the  West  Winds  in  general,  and  used  it  so 
effectually,  that  they  all  adopted  a  similar  line  of  conduct.  So 
no  rain  fell  in  the  valley  from  one  year's  end  to  another.  Though 
everything  remained  green  and  flourishing  in  the  plains  below, 
the  inheritance  of  the  Three  Brothers  was  a  desert.  What  had 
once  been  the  richest  soil  in  the  kingdom  became  a  shifting  heap 
of  red  sand;  and  the  brothers,  unable  longer  to  contend  with 
the  adverse  skies,  abandoned  their  valueless  patrimony  in  despair, 
to  seek  some  means  of  gaining  a  livelihood  among  the  cities  and 
people  of  the  plains.  All  their  money  was  gone,  and  they  had 
nothing  left  but  some  curious,  old-fashioned  pieces  of  gold  plate, 
the  last  remnants  of  their  ill-gotten  wealth. 

“Suppose  we  turn  goldsmiths?”  said  Schwartz  to  Hans,  as 
they  entered  the  large  city.  “It  is  a  good  knave’s  trade;  we 
can  put  a  great  deal  of  copper  into  the  gold  without  any  one’s 
finding  it  out.” 

The  thought  was  agreed  to  be  a  very  good  one;  they  hired 
a  furnace,  and  turned  goldsmiths.  But  two  slight  circum- 
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stances  affected  their  trade :  the  first,  that  people  did  not  approve 
of  the  coppered  gold;  the  second,  that  the  two  elder  brothers 
whenever  they  had  sold  anything  nsed  to  leave  little  Gluck  to 
mind  the  furnace,  and  go  and  drink  out  the  money  in  the  ale- 
5  house  next  door.  So  they  melted  all  their  gold,  without  making 
money  enough  to  buy  more,  and  were  at  last  reduced  to  one  large 
drinking  mug,  which  an  uncle  of  his  had  given  to  little  Gluck, 
and  which  he  was  very  fond  of,  and  would  not  have  parted  with 
for  the  world ;  though  he  never  drank  anything  out  of  it  but  milk 
10  and  water.  The  mug  was  a  very  odd  mug  to  look  at.  The 
handle  was  formed  of  two  wreaths  of  flowing  golden  hair,  so 
finely  spun  that  it  looked  more  like  silk  than  metal,  and  these 
wreaths  descended  into  and  mixed  with  a  beard  and  whiskers  of 
the  same  exquisite  workmanship,  which  surrounded  and  deco- 
15  rated  a  very  fierce  little  face,  of  the  reddest  gold  imaginable, 
right  in  the  front  of  the  mug,  with  a  pair  of  eyes  in  it  which 
seemed  to  command  its  whole  circumference.  It  was  impossible 
to  drink  from  the  mug  without  being  subjected  to  an  intense 
gaze  out  of  the  side  of  these  eyes;  and  Schwartz  positively 
20  averred  that  once  after  emptying  it  full  of  Rhenish  seventeen 
times  he  had  seen  them  wink !  When  it  came  to  the  mug’s  turn 
to  be  made  into  spoons,  it  half  broke  poor  little  Gluck’s  heart ;  but 
the  brothers  only  laughed  at  him,  tossed  the  mug  into  the  melt¬ 
ing-pot,  and  staggered  out  to  the  ale-house,  leaving  him,  as  usual, 
25  to  pour  the  gold  into  bars,  when  it  was  all  ready. 

When  they  were  gone,  Gluck  took  a  farewell  look  at  his  old 
friend  in  the  melting-pot.  The  flowing  hair  was  all  gone ;  noth¬ 
ing  remained  but  the  red  nose  and  the  sparkling  eyes,  which 
looked  more  malicious  than  ever.  “And  no  wonder,”  thought 
30  Gluck,  “after  being  treated  in  that  way.”  He  sauntered  discon¬ 
solately  to  the  window,  and  sat  himself  down  to  catch  the  fresh 
evening  air,  and  escape  the  hot  breath  of  the  furnace.  How  this 
window  commanded  a  direct  view  of  the  range  of  mountains, 
which,  as  I  told  you  before,  overhung  the  Treasure  Valley,  and 
35  more  especially  of  the  peak  from  which  fell  the  Golden  River. 
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It  was  just  at  the  close  of  the  day ;  and  when  Gluck  sat  down  at 
the  window,  he  saw  the  rocks  of  the  mountain  tops  all  crimson 
and  purple  with  the  sunset.  There  were  bright  tongues  of  fiery 
cloud  burning  and  quivering  about  them ;  and  the  river,  brighter 
5  than  all,  fell  in  a  waving  column  of  pure  gold  from  precipice  to 
precipice,  with  the  double  arch  of  a  broad  purple  rainbow 
stretched  across  it,  flushing  and  fading  alternately  in  the  wreaths 
of  spray. 

“Ah  !”  said  Gluck  aloud,  after  he  had  looked  at  it  for  a  while, 
10  “if  that  river  were  really  all  gold,  what  a  nice  thing  it  would  be.” 

“No,  it  wouldn’t,  Gluck,”  said  a  clear  metallic  voice,  close  at 
his  ear. 

“Bless  me !  what’s  that?”  exclaimed  Gluck,  jumping  up.  There 
was  nobody  there.  He  looked  round  the  room,  and  under  the 
15  table,  and  a  great  many  times  behind  him,  but  there  was  cer¬ 
tainly  nobody  there,  and  he  sat  down  again  at  the  window.  This 
time  he  did  not  speak,  but  he  could  not  help  thinking  again  that 
it  would  be  very  convenient  if  the  river  were  really  all  gold. 

“Not  at  all,  my  boy,”  said  the  same  voice,  louder  than  before. 
20  “Bless  me !”  said  Gluck  again,  “what  is  that  ?”  He  looked 
again  into  all  the  corners  and  cupboards,  and  then  began  turning 
round  and  round  as  fast  as  he  could  in  the  middle  of  the  room, 
thinking  there  was  somebody  behind  him,  when  the  same  voice 
struck  again  on  his  ear.  It  was  singing  now  very  merrily, 
25  “Lala-lira-la” ;  no  words,  only  a  soft,  running,  effervescent 
melody,  something  like  that  of  a  kettle  on  the  boil.  Gluck 
looked  out  of  the  window.  No,  it  w^as  certainly  in  the  house. 
Upstairs,  and  downstairs.  No,  it  was  certainly  in  that  very 
room,  coming  in  quicker  time  and  clearer  notes  every 'moment. 
30  “Lala-lira-la.”  All  at  once  it  struck  Gluck  that  it  sounded 
louder  near  the  furnace.  He  ran  to  the  opening,  and  looked  in : 
yes,  it  seemed  to  be  coming  not  only  out  of  the  furnace,  but  out 
of  the  pot.  He  uncovered  it,  and  ran  back  in  a  great  fright, 
for  the  pot  was  certainly  singing !  He  stood  in  the  farthest  cor- 
35  ner  of  the  room  for  a  minute  or  two  with  his  hands  up  and  his 
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mouth  open,  when  the  singing  stopped,  and  the  voice  became 
clear  and  distinct. 

“Hollo !”  said  the  voice. 

Gluck  made  no  answer. 

5  “Hollo !  Gluck,  my  boy,”  said  the  pot  again. 

Gluck  summoned  all  his  energies,  walked  straight  up  to  the 
crucible,  drew  it  out  of  the  furnace  and  looked  in.  The  gold 
was  all  melted,  and  its  surface  as  smooth  and  polished  as  a  river ; 
but  instead  of  reflecting  little  Gluck’s  head  as  he  looked  in,  he 
10  saw  meeting  his  glance  from  beneath  the  gold  the  red  nose  and 
sharp  eyes  of  his  old  friend  of  the  mug,  a  thousand  times  redder 
and  sharper  than  ever  he  had  seen  them  in  his  life. 

“Come,  Gluck,  my  boy,”  said  the  voice  out  of  the  pot  again, 
“I’m  all  right ;  pour  me  out.” 

15  But  Gluck  was  too  much  astonished  to  do  anything  of  the 
kind. 

“Pour  me  out,  I  say,”  said  the  voice,  rather  gruffly. 

Still  Gluck  couldn’t  move. 

“Will  you  pour  me  out?”  said  the  voice,  passionately,  “I’m 
20  too  hot.” 

II 

GLUCK  AND  THE  LITTLE  GOLDEN  DWARF 

By  a  violent  effort  Gluck  recovered  the  use  of  his  limbs,  took 
hold  of  the  crucible,  and  sloped  it  so  as  to  pour  out  the  gold. 
But  instead  of  a  liquid  stream  there  came  out,  first,  a  pair  of 
pretty  little  yellow  legs,  then  some  coat-tails,  then  a  pair  of 
25  arms  stuck  a-kimbo,  and,  finally,  the  well-known  head  of  his 
friend  the  mug;  all  which  articles,  uniting  as  they  rolled  out, 
stood  up  energetically  on  the  floor,  in  the  shape  of  a  little  golden 
dwarf  about  a  foot  and  a  half  high. 

“That’s  right!”  said  the  dwarf,  stretching  out  first  his  legs, 
30  and  then  his  arms,  and  then  shaking  his  head  up  and  down,  and 
as  far  round  as  it  would  go,  for  five  minutes  without  stopping, 
apparently  with  the  view  of  ascertaining  if  he  were  quite  cor- 
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rectly  put  together,  while  Gluck  stood  contemplating  him  in 
speechless  amazement.  He  was  dressed  in  a  slashed  doublet  of 
spun  gold,  so  fine  in  its  texture  that  the  prismatic  colors  gleamed 
over  it,  as  if  on  a  surface  of  mother  of  pearl ;  and  over  this  bril- 
5  liant  doublet  his  hair  and  beard  fell  full  half  way  to  the  ground 
in  waving  curls,  so  exquisitely  delicate,  that  Gluck  could  hardly 
tell  where  they  ended;  they  seemed  to  melt  into  air.  The  fea¬ 
tures  of  the  face,  however,  were  by  no  means  finished  with  the 
same  delicacy;  they  were  rather  coarse,  slightly  inclined  to  cop- 
10  pery  in  complexion,  and  indicative,  in  expression,  of  a  very 
pertinacious  and  intractable  disposition  in  their  small  proprietor. 
When  the  dwarf  had  finished  his  self-examination,  he  turned  his 
small  sharp  eyes  full  on  Gluck,  and  stared  at  him  deliberately  for 
a  minute  or  two.  “No,  it  wouldn’t,  Gluck,  my  boy,”  said  the 
15  little  man. 

This  was  certainly  rather  an  abrupt  way  of  commencing  con¬ 
versation.  It  might  indeed  be  supposed  to  refer  to  the  course 
of  Gluck’s  thoughts,  which  had  first  produced  the  dwarf’s  ob¬ 
servations  out  of  the  pot ;  but  whatever  it  referred  to,  Gluck  had 
20  no  inclination  to  dispute  what  he  said. 

“Wouldn’t  it,  sir?”  said  Gluck,  very  mildly  and  submissively 
indeed. 

“No,”  said  the  dwarf,  conclusively.  “No,  it  wouldn’t.”  And 
with  that  the  dwarf  pulled  his  cap  hard  over  his  brows,  and 
25  took  two  turns,  of  three  feet  long,  up  and  down  the  room,  lifting 
his  legs  up  very  high  and  setting  them  down  very  hard.  This 
pause  gave  time  for  Gluck  to  collect  his  thoughts  a  little,  and 
seeing  no  great  reason  to  view  his  diminutive  visitor  with  dread, 
and  feeling  his  curiosity  overcome  his  amazement,  he  ventured 
30  on  a  question  of  peculiar  delicacy. 

“Pray,  sir,”  said  Gluck,  rather  hesitatingly,  “were  you  my 
mug  ?” 

On  which  the  little  man  turned  sharp  round,  walked  straight 
up  to  Gluck,  and  drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height.  “I,”  said 
35  the  little  man,  “am  the  King  of  the  Golden  River.”  Whereupon 
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lie  turned  about  again,  and  took  two  more  turns  some  six  feet 
long  in  order  to  allow  time  for  the  consternation  which  this 
announcement  produced  in  his  auditor  to  evaporate.  After 
which  he  again  walked  up  to  Gluck  and  stood  still,  as  if  expecting 
some  comment  on  his  communication. 

Gluck  determined  to  say  something  at  all  events.  “I  hope 
}Tour  Majesty  is  very  well/’  said  Gluck. 

“Listen !”  said  the  little  man,  deigning  no  reply  to  this  polite 
inquiry.  “I  am  the  King  of  what  you  mortals  call  the  Golden 
River.  The  shape  you  saw  me  in  was  owing  to  the  malice  of  a 
stronger  king,  from  whose  enchantments  you  have  this  instant 
freed  me.  What  I  have  seen  of  you,  and  your  conduct  toward 
your  wicked  brothers,  renders  me  willing  to  serve  you ;  therefore, 
attend  to  what  I  tell  you.  Whoever  shall  climb  to  the  top  of 
that  mountain  from  which  you  see  the  Golden  Eiver  issue,  and 
shall  cast  into  the  stream  at  its  source  three  drops  of  holy  water, 
for  him,  and  for  him  only,  the  river  shall  turn  to  gold.  But  no 
one  failing  in  his  first  can  succeed  in  a  second  attempt;  and  if 
any  one  shall  cast  unholy  water  into  the  river  it  will  overwhelm 
him,  and  he  will  become  a  black  stone.”  So  saying,  the  King  of 
the  Golden  Kiver  turned  away  and  deliberately  walked  into  the 
centre  of  the  hottest  flame  of  the  furnace.  His  figure  became 
red,  white,  transparent,  dazzling, — a  blaze  of  intense  light, — 
rose,  trembled,  and  disappeared.  The  King  of  the  Golden  River 
had  evaporated. 

“Oh !”  cried  poor  Gluck,  running  to  look  up  the  chimney  after 
him ;  “oh,  dear,  dear,  dear  me !  My  mug  !  my  mug !  my  mug !” 

CHAPTER  THREE 

HOW  ME.  HANS  SET  OFF  ON  AN  EXPEDITION  TO  THE 
GOLDEN  EIYEE  AND  HOW  HE  PEOSPEKED  THEEEIN 

I 

HOW  HANS  PREPARED  FOR  THE  JOURNEY 

The  King  of  the  Golden  River  had  hardly  made  the  extraordi¬ 
nary  exit  related  in  the  last  chapter  before  Hans  and  Schwartz 
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came  roaring  into  the  house  very  savagely  drunk.  The  discovery 
of  the  total  loss  of  their  last  piece  of  plate  had  the  effect  of 
sobering  them  just  enough  to  enable  them  to  stand  over  Gluck, 
beating  him  very  steadily  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour;  at  the  ex- 
5  piration  of  which  period  they  dropped  into  a  couple  of  chairs, 
and  requested  to  know  what  he  had  got  to  say  for  himself.  Gluck 
told  them  his  story,  of  which,  of  course,  they  did  not  believe  a 
word.  They  beat  him  again,  till  their  arms  were  tired,  and 
staggered  to  bed.  In  the  morning,  however,  the  steadiness  with 
10  which  he  adhered  to  his  story  obtained  him  some  degree  of 
credence;  the  immediate  consequence  of  which  was  that  the  two 
brothers,  after  wrangling  a  long  time  on  the  knotty  question, 
Which  of  them  should  try  his  fortune  first,  drew  their  swords 
and  began  fighting.  The  noise  of  the  fray  alarmed  the  neigh- 
15  bors,  who,  finding  they  could  not  pacify  the  combatants,  sent  for 
the  constable. 

On  hearing  this,  Hans  contrived  to  escape,  and  hid  himself, 
but  Schwartz  was  taken  before  the  magistrate,  fined  for  breaking 
the  peace,  and  having  drunk  out  his  last  penny  the  evening 
20  before,  was  thrown  into  prison  till  he  should  pay. 

When  Hans  heard  this,  he  was  much  delighted,  and  deter¬ 
mined  to  set  out  immediately  for  the  Golden  River.  How  to 
get  the  holy  water  was  the  question.  He  went  to  the  priest,  but 
the  priest  could  not  give  any  holy  water  to  so  abandoned  a  char- 
25  acter.  So  Hans  went  to  vespers  in  the  evening  for  the  first  time 
in  his  life,  and,  under  pretence  of  crossing  himself,  stole  a  cupful 
and  returned  home  in  triumph. 

Xext  morning  he  got  up  before  the  sun  rose,  put  the  holy 
water  into  a  strong  flask,  and  two  bottles  of  wine  and  some  meat 
30  in  a  basket,  slung  them  over  his  back,  took  his  alpine  staff  in  his 
hand,  and  set  off  for  the  mountains. 

On  his  way  out  of  the  town  he  had  to  pass  the  prison,  and  as 
he  looked  in  at  the  windows,  whom  should  he  see  but  Schwartz 
himself  peeping  out  of  the  bars,  and  looking  very  disconsolate. 
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“Good  morning,  brother/’  said  Hans;  “have  you  any  message 
for  the  King  of  the  Golden  Biver  ?” 

Schwartz  gnashed  his  teeth  with  rage,  and  shook  the  bars 
with  all  his  strength  ;  but  Hans  only  laughed  at  him,  and  advis- 
5  ing  him  to  make  himself  comfortable  till  he  came  back  again, 
shouldered  his  basket,  shook  the  bottle  of  holy  water  in  Schwartz’s 
face  till  it  frothed  again,  and  marched  off  in  the  highest  spirits 
in  the  world. 

It  was  indeed  a  morning  that  might  have  made  any  one  happy, 
10  even  with  no  Golden  Biver  to  seek  for.  Level  lines  of  dewy 
mist  lay  stretched  along  the  valley,  out  of  which  rose  the  massy 
mountains — their  lower  cliffs  in  pale  gray  shadow,  hardly  dis¬ 
tinguishable  from  the  floating  vapor,  but  gradually  ascending 
till  they  caught  the  sunlight,  which  ran  in  sharp  touches  of 
15  ruddy  color  along  the  angular  crags,  and  pierced,  in  long  level 
rays,  through  their  fringes  of  spear-like  pine.  Far  above,  shot 
up  red  splintered  masses  of  castellated  rock,  jagged  and  shivered 
into  myriads  of  fantastic  forms,  with  here  and  there  a  streak  of 
sunlit  snow,  traced  down  their  chasms  like  a  line  of  forked  light- 
20  ning;  and  far  beyond  and  above  all  these,  fainter  than  the 
morning  cloud,  but  purer  and  changeless,  slept  in  the  blue  sky 
the  utmost  peaks  of  the  eternal  snow. 

The  Golden  Biver,  which  sprang  from  one  of  the  lower  and 
snowless  elevations,  was  now  nearly  in  shadow ;  all  but  the  upper- 
25  most  jets  of  spray,  which  rose  like  slow  smoke  above  the  undu¬ 
lating  line  of  the  cataract,  and  floated  away  in  feeble  wreaths 
upon  the  morning  wind. 

II 

THE  DIFFICULTIES  ENCOUNTERED  AND  THE  END  OF  THE  JOURNEY 

On  this  object,  and  on  this  alone,  Hans’  eyes  and  thoughts 
were  fixed.  Forgetting  the  distance  he  had  to  traverse,  he  set 
30  off  at  an  imprudent  rate  of  walking,  which  greatly  exhausted 
him  before  he  had  scaled  the  first  range  of  the  green  and  low 
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hills.  He  was,  moreover,  surprised  on  surmounting  them,  to 
find  that  a  large  glacier,  of  whose  existence,  notwithstanding  his 
previous  knowledge  of  the  mountains,  he  had  been  absolutely 
ignorant,  lay  between  him  and  the  source  of  the  Golden  River. 

5  He  mounted  it  though,  with  the  boldness  of  a  practised  moun¬ 
taineer;  yet  he  thought  he  had  never  in  his  life  traversed  so 
strange  or  so  dangerous  a  glacier.  The  ice  was  excessively  slip¬ 
pery,  and  out  of  all  its  chasms  came  wild  sounds  of  gushing 
water;  not  monotonous  or  low,  but  changeful  and  loud,  rising 
10  occasionally  into  drifting  passages  of  wild  melody,  then  breaking 
off  into  short  melancholy  tones,  or  sudden  shrieks,  resembling 
those  of  human  voices  in  distress  or  pain.  The  ice  was  broken 
into  thousands  of  confused  shapes,  but  none,  Hans  thought,  like 
the  ordinary  forms  of  splintered  ice.  There  seemed  a  curious 
IS  expression  about  all  their  outlines — a  perpetual  resemblance  to 
living  features,  distorted  and  scornful.  Myriads  of  deceitful 
shadows  and  lurid  lights  played  and  floated  about  and  through 
the  pale  blue  pinnacles,  dazzling  and  confusing  the  sight  of  the 
traveller;  while  his  ears  grew  dull  and  his  head  giddy  with  the 
20  constant  gush  and  roar  of  the  concealed  waters.  These  painful 
circumstances  increased  upon  him  as  he  advanced ;  the  ice 
crashed  and  yawned  into  fresh  chasms  at  his  feet,  tottering  spires 
nodded  around  him,  and  fell  thundering  across  his  path;  and 
though  he  had  repeatedly  faced  these  dangers  on  the  most  ter- 
25  rifle  glaciers,  and  in  the  wildest  weather,  it  was  with  a  new  and 
oppressive  feeling  of  panic  terror  that  he  leaped  the  last  chasm, 
and  flung  himself,  exhausted  and  shuddering,  on  the  firm  turf 
of  the  mountain. 

He  had  been  compelled  to  abandon  his  basket  of  food,  which 
30  became  a  perilous  incumbrance  on  the  glacier,  and  had  now  no 
means  of  refreshing  himself  but  by  breaking  off  and  eating 
some  of  the  pieces  of  ice.  This,  however,  relieved  1  ’  ~  thirst ;  an 
hour’s  repose  recruited  his  hardy  frame,  and  with  the  indomnable 
spirit  of  avarice,  he  resumed  his  laborious  journey. 

35  His  way  now  lay  straight  up  a  ridge  of  bare  red  rocks,  without 
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a  blade  of  grass  to  ease  the  foot,  or  a  projecting  angle  to  afford 
an  inch  of  shade  from  the  south  sun.  It  was  past  noon,  and  the 
rays  beat  intensely  upon  the  steep  path,  while  the  whole  atmos¬ 
phere  was  motionless  and  penetrated  with  heat.  Intense  thirst 
5  was  soon  added  to  the  bodily  fatigue  with  which  Hans  was  now 
afflicted;  glance  after  glance  he  cast  at  the  flask  of  water  which 
hung  at  his  belt.  “Three  drops  are  enough,”  at  last  thought  he ; 
“I  may  at  least  cool  my  lips  with  it.” 

He  opened  the  flask,  and  was  raising  it  to  his  lips,  when  his 
10  eye  fell  on  an  object  lying  on  the  rock  beside  him;  he  thought 
it  moved.  It  was  a  small  dog,  apparently  in  the  last  agony  of 
death  from  thirst.  Its  tongue  was  out,  its  jaws  dry,  its  limbs 
extended  lifelessly,  and  a  swarm  of  black  ants  were  crawling 
about  its  lips  and  throat.  Its  eye  moved  to  the  bottle  which 
15  Hans  held  in  his  hand.  He  raised  it,  drank,  spurned  the  animal 
with  his  foot  and  passed  on.  And  he  did  not  know  how  it  was, 
but  he  thought  that  a  strange  shadow  had  suddenly  come  across 
the  blue  sky. 

The  path  became  steeper  and  more  rugged  every  moment,  and 
20  the  high  hill  air,  instead  of  refreshing  him,  seemed  to  throw  his 
blood  into  a  fever.  The  noise  of  the  hill  cataracts  sounded  like 
mockery  in  his  ears;  they  were  all  distant,  and  his  thirst 
increased  every  moment.  Another  hour  passed,  and  he  again 
looked  down  to  the  flask  at  his  side ;  it  was  half  empty,  but  there 
25  were  much  more  than  three  drops  in  it.  He  stopped  to  open  it 
and  again,  as  he  did  so,  something  moved  in  the  path  above  him. 
It  was  a  fair  child,  stretched  nearly  lifeless  on  the  rock,  its 
breast  heaving  with  thirst,  its  eyes  closed,  and  its  lips  parched 
and  burning.  Hans  eyed  it  deliberately,  drank,  and  passed  on. 
30  And  a  dark  gray  cloud  came  over  the  sun,  and  long,  snake-like 
shadows  crept  up  along  the  mountain-sides.  Hans  struggled  on. 
The  sun  was  sinking,  but  its  descent  seemed  to  bring  no  cool¬ 
ness;  the  leaden  weight  of  the  dead  air  pressed  upon  his  brow 
and  heart,  but  the  goal  was  near.  He  saw  the  cataract  of  the 
35  Golden  Iiiver  springing  from  the  hill-side,  scarcely  five  hundred 
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feet  above  him.  He  paused  for  a  moment  to  breathe,  and  sprang 
on  to  complete  his  task. 

At  this  instant  a  faint  cry  fell  on  his  ear.  He  turned,  and 
saw  a  gray-haired  old  man  extended  on  the  rocks.  His  eyes 
were  sunk,  his  features  deadly  pale,  and  gathered  into  an  expres¬ 
sion  of  despair.  “Water  !”  he  stretched  his  arms  to  Hans,  and 
cried  feebly,  “Water !  I  am  dying.” 

“I  have  none,”  replied  Hans;  “thou  hast  had  thy  share  of 
life.”  He  strode  over  the  prostrate  body,  and  darted  on.  And  a 
flash  of  blue  lightning  rose  out  of  the  East,  shaped  like  a  sword ; 
it  shook  thrice  over  the  whole  heaven,  and  left  it  dark  with  one 
heavy  impenetrable  shade.  The  sun  was  setting;  it  plunged 
towards  the  horizon  like  a  red-hot  ball. 

The  roar  of  the  Golden  Eiver  rose  on  Hans’  ear.  He  stood 
at  the  brink  of  the  chasm  through  which  it  ran.  Its  waves 
were  filled  with  the  red  glory  of  the  sunset;  they  shook  their 
crests  like  tongues  of  fire,  and  flashes  of  bloody  light  gleamed 
along  their  foam.  Their  sound  came  mightier  and  mightier  on 
his  senses;  his  brain  grew  giddy  with  the  prolonged  thunder. 
Shuddering,  he  drew  the  flask  from  his  girdle  and  hurled  it  into 
the  centre  of  the  torrent.  As  he  did  so,  an  icy  chill  shot  through 
his  limbs;  he  staggered,  shrieked,  and  fell.  The  waters  closed 
over  his  cry.  And  the  moaning  of  the  river  rose  wildly  into  the 
night,  as  it  gushed  over 

The  Black  Stoke. 

CHAPTEE  EOTTE 

HOW  ME.  SCHWAETZ  SET  OFF  ON  AN  EXPEDITION  TO  THE 
GOLDEN  KIVEE,  AND  HOW  HE  PEOSPEEED  THEEEIN 

Poor  Little  Gluck  waited  very  anxiously  alone  in  the  house  for 
Hans’  return.  Finding  he  did  not  come  back,  he  was  terribly 
frightened,  and  went  and  told  Schwartz  in  the  prison  all  that 
had  happened.  Then  Schwartz  was  very  much  pleased,  and  said 
that  Hans  must  certainly  have  been  turned  into  a  black  stone, 
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andJie  should  have  all  the  gold  to  himself.  But  Gluck  was  very 
sorry,  and  cried  all  night.  When  he  got  up  in  the  morning, 
there  wTas  no  bread  in  the  house,  nor  any  money;  so  Gluck  went 
and  hired  himself  to  another  goldsmith,  and  he  worked  so  hard 
5  and  so  neatly  and  so  long  every  day,  that  he  soon  got  money 
enough  together  to  pay  his  brother’s  tine.  He  went  then  and 
gave  it  all  to  Schwartz,  and  Schwartz  got  out  of  prison.  Then 
Schwartz  was  quite  pleased,  and  said  he  should  have  some  of  the 
gold  of  the  river.  But  Gluck  only  begged  he  would  go  and  see 
10  what  had  become  of  Hans. 

How  when  Schwartz  had  heard  that  Hans  had  stolen  the  holy 
water,  he  thought  to  himself  that  such  a  proceeding  might  not 
be  considered  altogether  correct  by  the  King  of  the  Golden  Biver, 
and  he  determined  to  manage  matters  better.  So  he  took  some 
15  more  of  Gluck’s  money,  and  went  to  a  bad  priest,  who  gave  him 
some  holy  water  very  readily  for  it.  Then  Schwartz  was  sure  it 
was  all  quite  right.  He  got  up  early  in  the  morning  before 
the  sun  rose,  took  some  bread  and  wine  in  a  basket,  put  his  holy 
water  in  a  flask,  and  set  off  for  the  mountains.  Like  his  brother, 
20  he  was  much  surprised  at  the  sight  of  the  glacier,  and  had  great 
difficulty  in  crossing  it,  even  after  leaving  his  basket  behind  him. 
The  day  wTas  cloudless,  but  not  bright;  there  was  a  heavy  purple 
haze  hanging  over  the  sky,  and  the  hills  looked  lowering  and 
gloomy.  And  as  Schwartz  climbed  the  steep  rock  path  the  thirst 
25  came  upon  him,  as  it  had  upon  his  brother,  until  he  lifted  his 
flask  to  his  lips  to  drink.  Then  he  saw  the  fair  child  lying  near 
him  on  the  rocks,  and  it  cried  to  him,  and  moaned  for  water. 

“Water,  indeed,”  said  Schwartz;  “I  haven’t  half  enough  for 
myself,”  and  passed  on.  As  he  went  he  thought  the  sunbeams 
30  grew  more  dim,  and  he  saw  a  low  bank  of  black  cloud  rising  out 
of  the  West.  When  he  had  climbed  for  another  hour  the  thirst 
overcame  him  again,  and  he  would  have  drunk.  Then  he  saw  the 
old  man  lying  before  him  on  the  path,  and  heard  him  cry  out 
for  water.  “Water,  indeed,”  said  Schwartz;  “I  haven’t  half 
35  enough  for  myself,”  and  on  he  went. 
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Then  again  the  light  seemed  to  fade  from  before  his  eyes,  and 
he  looked  up,  and,  behold,  a  mist,  of  the  color  of  blood,  had  come 
over  the  sun.  The  bank  of  black  cloud  too  had  risen  very  high, 
and  its  edges  were  tossing  and  tumbling  like  the  waves  of  the 
5  angry  sea.  And  they  cast  long  shadows,  which  flickered  over 
Schwartz’s  path. 

Then  Schwartz  climbed  for  another  hour,  and  again  his 
thirst  returned.  As  he  lifted  his  flask  to  his  lips,  he  thought 
he  saw  his  brother  Hans  lying  exhausted  on  the  path  before  him, 
10  and,  as  he  gazed,  the  figure  stretched  its  arms  to  him,  and  cried 
for  water.  “Ha,  ha,”  laughed  Schwartz,  “are  you  there  ?  remem¬ 
ber  the  prison  bars,  my  boy.  Water,  indeed — do  you  suppose  I 
carried  it  all  the  way  up  here  for  you !”  And  he  strode  over  the 
figure ;  yet,  as  he  passed,  he  thought  he  saw  a  strange  expression 
15  of  mockery  about  his  lips.  When  he  had  gone  a  few  yards  farther 
he  looked  back ;  but  the  figure  was  not  there. 

A  sudden  horror  came  over  Schwartz,  he  knew  not  why;  but 
the  thirst  for  gold  prevailed  over  his  fear,  and  he  rushed  on. 
The  bank  of  black  cloud  rose  to  the  zenith,  and  out  of  it  came 
20  bursts  of  spiry  lightning,  and  waves  of  darkness  seemed 
to  heave  and  float  between  their  flashes  over  the  whole 
heavens.  The  sky  where  the  sun  was  setting  was  all  level,  like 
a  lake  of  blood ;  and  a  strong  wind  came  out  of  that  sky,  tearing 
its  crimson  clouds  into  fragments,  and  scattering  them  far  into 
25  the  darkness.  And  when  Schwartz  stood  by  the  brink  of  the 
Golden  Eiver,  its  waves  were  black,  like  thunder  clouds,  but  their 
foam  was  like  fire;  and  the  roar  of  the  waters  below,  and  the 
thunder  above,  met  as  he  cast  the  flask  into  the  stream.  As  he 
did  so  the  lightning  glared  into  his  eyes,  the  earth  gave  way 
30  beneath  him,  and  the  waters  closed  over  his  cry.  And  the  moan¬ 
ing  of  the  river  rose  wildly  into  the  night,  as  it  gushed  over  the 
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CHAPTER  FIVE 

HOW  LITTLE  GLUCK  SET  OFF  ON  AN  EXPEDITION  TO  THE 
GOLDEN  RIVER,  AND  HOW  HE  PROSPERED  THEREIN; 

WITH  OTHER  MATTERS  OF  INTEREST. 

I 

HOW  GLUCK  MET  DIFFICULTIES  ENCOUNTERED  ON  THE  WAY 

When  Gluck  found  that  Schwartz  did  not  come  back  he  was 
very  sorry,  and  did  not  know  what  to  do.  He  had  no  money, 
so  he  was  obliged  to  go  and  hire  himself  again  to  the  goldsmith, 
who  worked  him  very  hard,  and  gave  him  very  little  money. 
After  a  month  or  two,  Gluck  grew  tired,  and  made  up  his  mind 
to  go  and  try  his  fortune  with  the  Golden  River.  “The  little 
king  looked  very  kind,”  thought  he.  “I  don’t  think  he  will  turn 
me  into  a  black  stone.”  So  he  went  to  the  priest,  and  the  priest 
gave  him  some  holy  water  as  soon  as  he  asked  for  it.  Then  Gluck 
took  some  bread  in  his  basket,  and  the  bottle  of  water,  and  set  off 
very  early  for  the  mountains. 

If  the  glacier  had  occasioned  a  great  deal  of  fatigue  to  his 
brothers,  it  was  twenty  times  worse  for  him,  who  w^as  neither 
so  strong  nor  so  practiced  on  the  mountains.  He  had  several 
bad  falls,  lost  his  basket  and  bread,  and  was  very  much  fright¬ 
ened  at  the  strange  noises  under  the  ice.  He  lay  a  long  time 
to  rest  on  the  grass,  after  he  had  crossed  over,  and  began  to 
climb  the  hill  just  in  the  hottest  part  of  the  day.  When  he  had 
climbed  for  an  hour  he  became  dreadfully  thirsty,  and  was  going 
to  drink  as  his  brothers  had  done,  when  he  saw  an  old  man 
coming  down  the  path  above  him,  looking  very  feeble,  and  lean¬ 
ing  on  a  staff.  “My  son,”  said  the  old  man,  “I  am  faint  with 
thirst;  give  me  some  of  that  water.”  Then  Gluck  looked  at 
him,  and  when  he  saw  that  he  was  pale  and  weary,  he  gave  him 
the  water ;  “Only  pray  don’t  drink  it  all,”  said  Gluck.  But  the 
old  man  drank  a  great  deal,  and  gave  him  back  the  bottle  two- 
thirds  empty.  Then  he  bade  him  good  speed,  and  Gluck  went 
on  again  merrily.  The  path  became  easier  to  his  feet,  and  two 
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or  three  blades  of  grass  appeared  upon  it;  some  grasshoppers  be¬ 
gan  singing  on  the  bank  beside  it,  and  Gluck  thought  he  had 
never  heard  such  merry  singing. 

Then  he  went  on  for  another  hour,  and  the  thirst  increased 
on  him  so  that  he  thought  he  should  be  forced  to  drink.  But 
as  he  raised  the  flask  he  saw  a  little  child  lying  panting  by  the 
roadside,  and  it  cried  out  piteously  for  water.  Gluck  struggled 
with  himself,  and  determined  to  bear  the  thirst  a  little  longer; 
and  he  put  the  bottle  to  the  child’s  lips,  and  it  drank  it  all  but 
a  few  drops.  Having  done  this  it  smiled  on  him,  and  got  up, 
and  ran  down  the  hill;  and  Gluck  looked  after  it  till  it  became 
as  small  as  a  little  star.  He  then  turned  and  began  climbing 
again.  And  behold  there  were  all  kinds  of  sweet  flowers  grow¬ 
ing  on  the  rocks,  bright  green  moss,  with  pale  pink  starry  flowers, 
and  soft  belled  gentians  more  blue  than  the  sky  at  its  deepest,  and 
pure  white  transparent  lilies.  Crimson  and  purple  butterflies 
darted  hither  and  thither,  and  the  sky  sent  down  such  pure  light 
that  Gluck  had  never  felt  so  happy  in  his  life. 

Yet  after  he  had  climbed  for  another  hour,  his  thirst  became 
intolerable  again;  and  when  he  looked  at  his  bottle  he  saw  that 
there  were  only  five  or  six  drops  left  in  it,  and  he  could  not  ven¬ 
ture  to  drink.  But  just  as  he  was  hanging  the  flask  to  his  belt 
again,  he  saw  a  little  dog  lying  on  the  rocks,  gasping  for  breath 
— precisely  as  Hans  had  seen  it  on  the  day  of  his  ascent,  Gluck 
stopped  and  looked  at  it,  and  then  at  the  Golden  Biver,  not  five 
hundred  yards  above  him ;  and  he  thought  of  the  dwarf’s  words, 
“that  no  one  could  succeed,  except  in  his  first  attempt.”  He 
tried  to  pass  the  dog,  but  it  whined  piteously,  and  he  stopped 
again.  “Poor  beastie,”  said  Gluck,  “it’ll  be  dead  when  I  come 
down  again,  if  I  don’t  help  it.”  Then  he  looked  closer  and  closer 
at  it,  and  its  eye  turned  on  him  so  mournfully,  that  he  could 
not  stand  it.  “Confound  the  King  and  his  gold,  too,”  said  Gluck ; 
and  he  opened  the  flask,  and  poured  all  the  water  into  the  dog’s 
mouth. 

The  dog  sprang  up  and  stood  on  its  hind  legs.  Its  tail  disap- 
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peared,  its  ears  became  long,  longer,  silky,  golden;  its  nose  be¬ 
came  very  red,  its  eyes  became  very  twinkling;  in  three  seconds 
the  dog  was  gone,  and  before  Gluck  stood  his  old  acquaintance, 
the  King  of  the  Golden  Eiver. 

“Thank  you,”  said  the  monarch ;  “but  don’t  be  frightened,  it’s 
all  right” ;  for  Gluck  showed  manifest  symptoms  of  consternation 
at  this  unlooked-for  reply  to  his  last  observation.  “Why  didn’t 
you  come  before,”  continued  the  dwarf,  “instead  of  sending  me 
those  rascally  brothers  of  yours,  for  me  to  have  the  trouble  of 
turning  into  stones?  Very  hard  stones  they  make,  too.” 

“Oh,  dear  me !”  said  Gluck,  “have  you  really  been  so  cruel  ?” 

“Cruel !”  said  the  dwarf ;  “they  poured  unholy  water  into  my 
stream:  do  you  suppose  I’m  going  to  allow  that?” 

“Why,”  said  Gluck,  “I  am  sure,  sir — your  Majesty,  I  mean — 
they  got  the  water  out  of  the  church  font.” 

“Very  probably,”  replied  the  dwarf;  tfT>ut,”  and  his  coun¬ 
tenance  grew  stern  as  he  spoke,  “the  water  which  has  been  refused 
to  the  cry  of  the  weary  and  dying,  is  unholy,  though  it  had  been 
blessed  by  every  saint  in  heaven;  and  the  water  which  is  found 
in  the  vessel  of  mercy  is  holy,  though  it  had  been  defiled  with 
corpses.” 

II 

HOW  TREASURE  VALLEY  BECAME  A  GARDEN  AGAIN 

.  So  saying,  the  dwarf  stooped  and  plucked  a  lily  that  grew  at 
his  feet.  On  its  white  leaves  there  hung  three  drops  of  clear  dew. 
And  the  dwarf  shook  them  into  the  flask  which  Gluck  held  in 
his  hand.  “Cast  these  into  the  river,”  he  said,  “and  descend  on 
the  other  side  of  the  mountains  into  the  Treasure  Valley.  And 
so  good  speed.” 

As  he  spoke,  the  figure  of  the  dwarf  became  indistinct.  The 
playing  colors  of  his  robe  formed  themselves  into  a  prismatic 
mist  of  dewy  light;  he  stood  for  an  instant  veiled  with  them  as 
with  the  belt  of  a  broad  rainbow.  The  colors  grew  faint,  the  mist 
rose  into  the  air ;  the  monarch  had  evaporated. 
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And  Gluck  climbed  to  the  brink  of  the  Golden  River  ;  its  waves 
were  as  clear  as  crystal,  and  as  brilliant  as  the  sun.  When  he 
cast  the  three  drops  of  dew  into  the  stream,  there  opened  where 
they  fell  a  small  circular  whirlpool,  into  which  the  waters  de- 
5  scended  with  a  musical  noise. 

Gluck  stood  watching  it  for  some  time,  very  much  disappointed, 
because  not  only  the  river  was  not  turned  into  gold,  but  its 
waters  seemed  much  diminished  in  quantity.  Yet  he  obeyed  his 
friend  the  dwarf,  and  descended  the  other  side  of  the  mountains 
10  towards  the  Treasure  Valley  ;  and,  as  he  went,  he  thought  he 
heard  the  noise  of  water  working  its  way  under  the  ground. 
XoWj  when  he  came  in  sight  of  the  Treasure  Valley,  behold,  a 
river,  like  the  Golden  River,  was  springing  from  a  new  cleft  of 
the  rocks  above  it,  and  was  flowing  in  innumerable  streams 
15  among  the  dry  heaps  of  red  sand. 

As  Gluck  gazed,  fresh  grass  sprang  beside  the  new  streams, 
and  creeping  plants  grew  and  climbed  among  the  moistening 
soil.  Young  flowers  opened  suddenly  along  the  river  sides,  as 
stars  leap  out  when  twilight  is  deepening,  and  thickets  of  myrtle 
20  and  tendrils  of  vine  cast  lengthening  shadows  over  the  valley 
as  they  grew.  And  thus  the  Treasure  Valley  became  a  garden 
again,  and  the  inheritance  which  had  been  lost  by  cruelty  was 
regained  by  love. 

x4nd  Gluck  went  and  dwelt  in  the  valley,  and  the  poor  were 
25  never  driven  from  his  door :  so  that  his  barns  became  full  of  corn, 
and  his  house  of  treasure.  For  him  the  river  had,  according  to 
the  dwarfs  promise,  become  a  River  of  Gold. 

And  to  this  day  the  inhabitants  of  the  valley  point  out  the 
place  where  the  three  drops  of  holy  dew  were  cast  into  the  stream, 
SO  and  trace  the  course  of  the  Golden  River  under  the  ground,  until 
it  emerges  in  the  Treasure  Valley.  And  at  the  top  of  the  cataract 
of  the  Golden  River  are  still  to  be  seen  Two  Black  Stones,  round 
which  the  waters  howl  mournfully  every  day  at  sunset ;  and  these 
stones  are  still  called  by  the  people  of  the  valley  The  Black 
35  Brothers. 
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HELPS  T 

Notes  and 

From  what  did  the  Golden  River 
derive  its  name? 

To  what  was  the  fertility  of  the 
valley  due? 

By  what  name  were  Hans  and 
Schwartz  known? 

Why  were  they  given  this  name? 
How  did  Gluck  differ  from  his 
brothers? 

In  what  manner  did  the  South¬ 
west  wind  make  his  last  visit? 
What  change  came  over  the  val¬ 
ley  when  the  west  wind  ceased 
to  visit  it? 

What  chances  to  show  kindness 
did  Hans  have  as  he  climbed 
the  mountain? 

Read  lines  which  show  how  the 
sky  changed  each  time  that  he 
refused  to  help  the  suffering. 
What  opportunities  to  help  others 
did  Schwartz  have  as  he  as¬ 
cended  the  mountain? 

What  happened  each  time  that  he 
refused  to  help? 

How  did  the  face  of  the  moun- 

Words  and  Phra 

“violent  exaggeration’5 
“ill-gotten  wealth55 
“intense  gaze55 
“ungovernable  disposition 5 5 
1 1  impenetrable  shade 5  5 
“adverse  skies55 


)  STUDY 

Questions 

tain  change  after  Gluck  gave 
the  water  to  the  old  man?  To 
the  child? 

What  happened  after  he  gave  the 
water  to  the  dog? 

Why  was  it  hard  for  Gluck  to 
give  away  all  his  water? 

What  chance  did  he  think  he  was 
giving  up  when  he  gave  away 
the  last  drop  of  water? 

What  words  show  that  he  was 
willing  to  lose  his  chance  in 
order  to  save  the  dog? 

Read  lines  which  show  that 
Gluck’s  boyhood  had  been 
spent  in  service  to  others. 

Read  lines  which  show  how  he 
helped  others  when  he  became 
a  man. 

Commit  to  memory  the  following 
lines: 

“A  poor  man  served  by  thee 
shall  make  thee  rich; 

A  sick  man  helped  by  thee  shall 
make  thee  strong. 5  5 


s  for  Discussion 

‘  ‘  exquisite  workmanship 5  5 
“prismatic  colors55 
“fantastic  forms55 
‘  ‘  circular  whirlpool 5  5 
‘ 1  pale  blue  pinnacles 5  5 
“peaks  of  the  eternal  snow55 
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SONG 

Celia  Thaxter 

Celia.  Thaxter  (1835-1894)  was  an  American  poet.  Her  father  was 
a  light-house  keeper  on  one  of  the  rocky  isles,  known  as  the  “  Isles  of 
Shoals,  ’  ’  off  the  coast  of  New  Hampshire.  She  was  familiar  with  the 
wild-flowers,  the  birds,  and  all  sea  life,  and  has  written  many  beauti¬ 
ful  poems  about  them. 

1 

Sing,  little  bird,  oh  sing ! 

How  sweet  thy  voice  and  clear ! 

How  fine  the  airy  measures  ring, 

The  sad  old  world  to  cheer  ! 


2 

Bloom,  little  flower,  oh  bloom ! 

Thou  makest  glad  the  day; 

A  scented  torch,  thou  dost  illume 
The  darkness  of  the  way. 

3 

Dance,  little  child,  oh  dance  ! 

While  sweet  the  small  birds  sing, 

And  flowers  bloom  fair,  and  every  glance 
Of  sunshine  tells  of  spring. 

4 

Oh!  bloom,. and  sing,  and  smile. 

Flower,  bird,  and  child,  and  make 
The  sad  old  world  forget  awhile 
Its  sorrow  for  your  sake ! 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 


Notes  and 

What  does  the  song  of  the  bird 
do  for  the  world? 

To  what  is  the  flower  compared 
in  the  second  stanza? 


Questions 

Who  is  addressed  in  the  third 
stanza? 

What  time  of  the  year  is  de¬ 
scribed  in  this  poem? 
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To  whom  is  the  fourth  stanza 
addressed? 

Read  the  words  which  tell  how 


the  child,  the  bird,  and  the 
flower  may  help  the  world. 
What  child  can  do  this? 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 


‘  ‘  airy  measures  ’  ’  “  illume  the  darkness  ’  ’ 

“  scented  torch’  ’  “Thou  makest  glad  the  day” 


“MY  HEAET  LEAPS  UP” 

William  Words woeth 

William  Wordsworth  (1770-1850)  was  an  English  poet.  He  was 
born  and  lived  in  the  beautiful  region  known  as  the  Cumberland 
Highlands,  in  northern  England.  His  father  and  mother  died  when  he 
was  a  mere  boy.  He  attended  Cambridge,  where  he  and  Coleridge 
became  friends.  His  poems  deal  with  humble  life  and  are  expressed 
in  simple  and  beautiful  language. 


My  heart  leaps  up  when  I  behold 
A  rainbow  in  the  sky: 

So  was  it  when  my  life  began; 

So  is  it  now  I  am  a  man ; 

So  be  it  when  I  shall  grow  old, 

Or  let  me  die  ! 

The  Child  is  father  of  the  Man; 
And  I  could  wish  my  days  to  be 
Bound  each  to  each  by  natural  piety. 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 


Notes  and 

What  feeling  causes  the  heart  to 
leap  up? 

To  what  time  of  his  life  does  the 
poet  refer  in  the  words  “when 
my  life  began  ”? 

What  does  he  hope  will  be  the 
same  when  he  grows  old? 


Questions 

Can  you  mention  something  else 
in  Nature  which  might  cause 
the  heart  to  leap  up? 

If  Wordsworth  had  lost  his  joy  in 
the  sight  of  the  rainbow,  what 
other  things  in  Nature  would 
no  longer  delight  him? 
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Wliat  difference  do  you  think  this 
would  have  made  in  his  life? 


How  can  we  keep  this  joy  in  our 
hearts ? 

Memorize  these  lin^S. 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 

*  ‘  The  Child  is  father  of  the  Man  ’  ’ 


THE  SPACIOUS  FIRMAMEXT 

JOSEPH  ADDISOX 

Joseph  Addison  (1672-1719)  was  an  English  writer.  He  received 
his  education  at  Oxford  College.  For  a  time  he  was  a  member  of 
Parliament.  As  a’ man  he  was  kind  and  generous  and  as  a  writer  he 
had  grace  and  refinement. 


1 

The  spacious  firmament  on  high, 

With  all  the  blue  ethereal  sky, 

And  spangled  heavens,  a  shining  frame, 
Their  great  Original  proclaim : 

Th’  unwearied  Sun,  from  day  to  day. 
Does  his  Creator's  power  display, 

And  publishes  to  every  land 
The  work  of  an  Almighty  hand. 


2 

Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail, 

The  Moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale, 
And,  nightly,  to  the  listening  Earth, 
Repeats  the  story  of  her  birth : 

While  all  the  stars  that  round  her  burn, 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn, 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll. 

And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole. 


The  Spacious  Firmament 
3 
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What  though,  in  solemn  silence,  all 
Move  round  the  dark  terrestrial  ball? 
What  though  no  real  voice  nor  sound 
Amid  their  radiant  orbs  be  found : 

In  Reason’s  ear  they  all  rejoice, 

And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice. 
Forever  singing  as  they  shine, 

‘*The  Hand  that  made  us  is  divine.” 


Who  is  the  great  ‘ 1  Original 
the  heavens? 

Of  what  is  the  poet  thinking 
when  he  speaks  of  the  sun  as 
1 1  unwearied 1  ’  ? 

What  is  the  “wondrous  tale” 
which  the  moon  takes  up  when 
the  sun  is  gone? 

To  whom  does  the  moon  tell  the 
“story  of  her  birth”? 

Read  the  “story  of  her  birth”  as 
told  in  the  Book  of  Genesis: 

1  ‘  And  God  made  two  great 
lights;  the  greater  light  to  rule 
the  day,  and  the  lesser  light  to 
rule  the  night.  He  made  the 


stars  also.  And  God  set  them 
in  the  firmament  of  the  heaven 
to  give  light  upon  the  earth, 
and  to  rule  over  the  day  and 
over  the  night,  and  to  divide 
the  light  from  the  darkness: 
and  God  saw  that  it  was  good.  ’  ’ 

What  is  the  “dark  terrestrial 
ball”? 

What  contrast  to  this  expression 
is  found  in  the  fourth  line  of 
the  same  stanza? 

Read  the  line  which  tells  what 
the  sun,  moon,  and  stars  sing 
as  they  shine. 

How  may  we  hear  their  song? 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 

Notes  and  Questions 

”  of 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 

“spacious  firmament”  “pole  to  pole” 

“spangled  heavens”  “solemn  silence” 

“confirm  the  tidings”  “  Reason ’s  ear  ” 
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THE  SEA 

Bryan  Waller  Procter 

Bryan  Waller  Procter  (1787-1874)  was  an  English  poet.  He  was 
born  in  London.  He  wrote  under  the  name  of  Barry  Cornwall.  “The 
Sea”  is  one  of  his  best  poems. 

1 

The  sea  !  the  sea  !  the  open  sea  ! 

The  blue,  the  fresh,  the  ever  free! 

Without  a  mark,  without  a  bound, 

It  runneth  the  earth’s  wide  regions  round ; 

It  plays  with  the  clouds ;  it  mocks  the  skies ; 

Or  like  a  cradled  creature  lies. 

2 

I’m  on  the  sea  !  I’m  on  the  sea  ! 

I  am  where  I  would  ever  be; 

With  the  blue  above,  and  the  blue  below. 

And  silence  whereso’er  I  go ; 

If  a  storm  should  come  and  awake  the  deep, 

What  matter?  1  shall  ride  and  sleep. 

3 

I  love,  oh,  how  I  love  to  ride 
On  the  fierce,  foaming,  bursting  tide. 

When  every  mad  wave  drowns  the  moon 
Or  whistles  aloft  his  tempest  tune, 

And  tells  how  goeth  the  world  below, 

And  why  the  sou’west  blasts  do  blow. 

4 

I  never  was  on  the  dull,  tame  shore, 

But  I  lov’d  the  great  sea  more  and  more. 

And  backwards  flew  to  her  billowy  breast, 

Like  a  bird  that  seeketh  its  mother’s  nest ; 


The  Sea 
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And  a  mother  she  was,  and  is,  to  me ; 

For  I  was  born  on  the  open  sea ! 

5 

The  waves  were  white,  and  red  the  morn, 

In  the  noisy  hour  when  I  was  born; 

And  the  whale  it  whistled,  the  porpoise  roll’d, 
And  the  dolphins  bared  their  backs  of  gold; 
And  never  was  heard  such  an  outcry  wild 
As  welcom’d  to  life  the  ocean  child ! 

6 

I’ve  liv’d  since  then  in  calm  and  strife, 

Full  fifty  summers,  a  sailor’s  life, 

With  wealth  to  spend  and  power  to  range, 
But  never  have  sought  nor  sighed  for  change; 
And  Death,  whenever  he  comes  to  me, 

Shall  come  on  the  wild,  unbounded  sea ! 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 

Notes  and  Questions 


Who  is  supposed  to  tell  this  story? 

Read  the  lines  which  answer  this 
question. 

When  does  the  sea  play  with  the 
clouds  ? 

When  does  it  lie  “like  a  cradled 
creature”? 

What  is  meant  by  the  “blue 
above”? 

What  is  the  “blue  below”? 

Why  does  the  shore  seem  tame  to 
the  sailor? 

To  what  does  the  speaker  com¬ 
pare  himself  when  he  returns 


from  the  shore? 

Find  a  line  in  the  poem  which 
speaks  of  the  silence  of  the 
ocean. 

Find  lines  which  speak  of  the 
noise  of  the  ocean. 

What  caused  the  noise  described 
in  these  lines? 

Read  lines  which  show  that  the 
sailor  was  not  afraid  of  storms 
at  sea. 

Read  lines  which  show  his  con¬ 
tentment. 
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Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 


“mad  wave” 
“tempest  tune” 
“billowy  breast ” 


1 1  outcry  wild  ’ 9 
“wealth  to  spend” 
“power  to  range” 


MARCH 

William  Words worth* 

The  Cock  is  crowing, 

The  stream  is  flowing, 

The  small  birds  twitter, 

The  lake  doth  glitter, 

The  green  field  sleeps  in  the  snn ; 

The  oldest  and  youngest 
Are  at  work  with  the  strongest ; 

The  cattle  are  grazing, 

Their  heads  never  raising; 

There  are  forty  feeding  like  one ! 

Like  an  army  defeated 
The  snow  hath  retreated, 

And  now  doth  fare  ill 
On  the  top  of  the  bare  hill ; 

The  ploughboy  is  whooping — anon — -anon : 
There  ?s  joy  in  the  mountains; 
There  ?s  life  in  the  fountains ; 
Small  clouds  are  sailing, 

Blue  sky  prevailing ; 

The  rain  is  over  and  gone ! 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 
Notes  and  Questions 


What  things  mentioned  in  this 
poem  have  you  noticed  in  the 
spring? 

What  things  mentioned  in  this 
poem  may  be  seen  in  the  city? 
*  For  Biography,  see  p.  SO. 


What  things  can  be  seen  only  in 
the  country? 

What  is  meant  by  “forty  feeding 
like  one  ”? 


The  Voire  of  Spring 


95 


From  what  places  lias  the  snow  i  What  tells  you  that  the  plough- 
retreated?  boy  feels  happy? 

Where  does  it  still  linger  ?  !  What  comparison  is  made  in  the 

What  are  the  “ fountains’7  of  last  stanza? 
which  the  poet  speaks? 

Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 

“The  green  field  sleeps  in  the  “Blue  sky  prevailing” 
sun  ’  ’ 


THE  VOICE  OF  SPEIXG 
Mary  Howitt 

Mary  Howitt  (1804-1888),  an  English  poet,  was  the  wife  of  William 
Howitt,  the  poet  and  author.  She  was  a  Quakeress.  She  has  written 
many  beautiful  poems  for  children. 

1 

I  am  coming,  little  maiden, 

With  the  pleasant  sunshine  laden ; 

With  the  honey  for  the  bee ; 

With  the  blossom  for  the  tree; 

With  the  flower  and  with  the  leaf; 

Till  I  come  the  time  is  brief. 

2 

I  am  coming,  I  am  coming ! 

Hark!  the  little  bee  is  humming; 

See!  the  lark  is  soaring  high 
In  the  bright  and  sunny  sky, 

And  the  gnats  are  on  the  wing: 

Little  maiden,  now  is  spring. 

3 

See  the  yellow  catkins  coyer 
All  the  slender  willows  oyer; 
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And  on  mossy  banks  so  green 
Starlike  primroses  are  seen; 

Every  little  stream  is  bright; 

All  the  orchard  trees  are  white. 

4 

Hark !  the  little  lambs  are  bleating, 
And  the  cawing  rooks  are  meeting 
In  the  elms — a  noisy  crowd; 

And  all  birds  are  singing  loud; 

And  the  first  white  butterfly 
In  the  sun  goes  flitting  by. 

5 

Turn  thy  eyes  to  earth  and  heaven: 
God  for  thee  the  spring  has  given, 
Taught  the  birds  their  melodies, 
Clothed  the  earth  and  cleared  the  skies 
For  thy  pleasure  or  thy  food — 

Pour  thy  soul  in  gratitude. 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 

Notes  and  Questions 


Who  is  speaking  in  this  poem? 

What  is  the  voice  of  Spring? 

What  promise  is  made  in  the  first 
stanza? 

Eead  the  line  that  tells  the  prom¬ 
ise  is  fulfilled. 

What  things  mentioned  in  this 
poem  have  you  seen  in  the 
Spring? 

What  things  mentioned  may  be 
seen  in  the  city? 


What  things  can  be  seen  only  in 
the  country? 

Do  you  think  of  other  evidences 
(signs)  of  Spring  not  mentioned 
in  the  poem? 

Eead  the  line  that  tells  who  gives 
us  Spring. 

Eead  the  line  that  tells  why  the 
Spring  is  given  us. 

Eead  the  line  that  tells  us  we 
should  show  gratitude  for  these 
things. 


An  April  Day 
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Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 


“on  the  wing” 
“starlike  primroses’  ’ 


“flitting  by” 
“clothed  the  earth” 


1  ‘  melodies  ’  ’ 


AX  APEIL  DAY 


Carolixe  B.  Southey 


Caroline  B.  Southey  (1786-1854),  an  English  poet,  was  the  wife  of 
Robert  Southey.  She  wrote  many  beautiful  poems,  “An  April  Day” 
being  one  of  her  best. 


1 

All  day  the  low-hung  clouds  have  dropped 
Their  garnered  fullness  down ; 

All  day  that  soft,  gray  mist  hath  wrapped 
Hill,  valley,  grove,  and  town. 


2 


There  has  not  been  a  sound  today 
To  break  the  calm  of  nature ; 
Xor  motion,  I  might  almost  say, 
Of  life,  or  living  creature; 


3 


Of  waving  bough,  or  warbling  bird. 
Or  cattle  faintly  lowing : 

I  could  have  half  believed  I  heard 
The  leaves  and  blossoms  growing. 


4 


I  stood  to  hear — I  love  it  well — 

The  rands  continuous  sound; 

Small  drops,  but  thick  and  fast  they  fell, 
Down  straight  into  the  ground. 
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5 

For  leafy  thickness  is  not  yet, 

Earth’s  naked  breast  to  screen; 

Though  every  dripping  branch  is  set 
With  shoots  of  tender  green. 

6 

Sure,  since  I  looked  at  early  morn, 

Those  honeysuckle  buds 

Have  swelled  to  double  growth ;  that  thorn 
Hath  put  forth  larger  studs. 

7 

That  lilac’s  cleaving  cones  have  burst, 

The  milk-white  flowers  revealing; 

Even  now,  upon  my  senses  first  . 

Methinks  their  sweets  are  stealing. 

8 

The  very  earth,  the  steamy  air, 

Is  all  with  fragrance  rife ; 

And  grace  and  beauty  everywhere 
Are  bursting  into  life. 

9 

Down,  down  they  come — those  fruitful  stores, 
Those  earth  rejoicing  drops ! 

A  momentary  deluge  pours, 

Then  thins,  decreases,  stops. 

10 

And  ere  the  dimples  on  the  stream 
Have  circled  out  of  sight, 

Lo  I  from  the  west  a  parting  gleam 
Breaks  forth,  of  amber  light. 


An  April  Day 
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11 

But  vet  behold — abrupt  and  loud, 
Corues  down  the  glittering  rain ; 
The  farewell  of  a  passing  cloud, 
The  fringes  of  her  train. 


HELPS  T 

Notes  and 

Does  this  poem  describe  an  April 
day  in  the  city  or  in  the  coun¬ 
try?  Give  reasons  for  your 
answer. 

What  did  the  clouds  drop  all  day? 

Eead  lines  from  the  third  stanza 
which  tell  how  quiet  every¬ 
thing  was. 

How  can  you  explain  this  quiet? 

Eead  lines  which  tell  that  the 
leaves  were  just  coming  out. 

Eead  the  lines  which  tell  the 
changes  which  the  author  no¬ 
ticed  in  her  flowers. 

What  caused  the  changes? 

What  are  the  “sweets”  of  the 
lilac  ? 

Words  and  Phras 

‘  ‘  low-hung  clouds  ’  ’ 
“garnered  fullness” 
“cleaving  cones” 
“steamy  air” 


) STUDY 
Questions 

What  color  were  the  lilac  flowers 
in  this  garden  ? 

What  is  meant  by  the  “cones”  of 
the  lilacs? 

Eead  the  lines  which  tell  of  the 
gleam  of  sunshine  in  that  day 
of  rain. 

Why  is  it  called  a  ‘‘parting” 
gleam  ? 

What  word  helps  you  to  know 
that  it  was  a  parting  gleam? 

If  you  did  not  know  the  title  of 
this  poem,  what  expressions  in 
it  would  tell  you  that  this  was 
a  spring  rain  ? 

Eead  the  stanza  which  you  like 
best. 

;s  for  Discussion 

“with  fragrance  rife” 
“momentary  deluge*' 

“amber  light” 

“glittering  rain  ” 
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APPLE  BLOSSOMS 
William  Wesley  Martin 

William  Wesley  Martin  is  not  a  well-known  author,  but  his  “  Apple 
Blossoms”  presents  a  picture  of  such  rare  beauty  and  charm  that  his 
name  will  long  be  remembered  in  literature. 

1 

Have  yon  seen  an  apple  orchard  in  the  spring  ? 

In  the  spring? 

An  English  apple  orchard  in  the  spring? 

When  the  spreading  trees  are  hoary 
With  their  wealth  of  promised  glory, 

And  the  mavis  pipes  his  story 
In  the  spring ! 


2 

Have  you  plucked  the  apple  blossoms  in  the  spring  ? 
In  the  spring? 

And  caught  their  subtle  odors  in  the  spring  ? 

Pink  buds  bursting  at  the  light, 

Crumpled  petals  baby-white. 

Just  to  touch  them  a  delight! 

In  the  spring ! 

3 

Have  you  walked  beneath  the  blossoms  in  the  spring  ? 
In  the  spring  ? 

Beneath  the  apple  blossoms  in  the  spring  ? 

When  the  pink  cascades  were  falling, 

And  the  silver  brooklets  brawling, 

And  the  cuckoo  bird  is  calling 
In  the  spring  ? 
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4 

Have  you  seen  a  merry  bridal  in  the  spring  ? 

In  the  spring? 

In  an  English  apple  country  in  the  spring  ? 

When  the  bride  and  maidens  wear 
Apple  blossoms  in  their  hair ; 

Apple  blossoms  everywhere. 

In  the  spring  ? 

5 

If  you  have  not,  then  you  know  not,  in  the  spring, 
In  the  spring, 

Half  the  color,  beauty,  wonder  of  the  spring. 

No  sight  can  I  remember, 

Half  so  precious,  half  so  tender, 

As  the  apple  blossoms  render 
In  the  spring ! 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 
Notes  and  Questions 


What  is  the  glory  of  the  apple 
tree? 

What  is  the  wealth  of  the  apple 
tree  in  spring? 

What  is  the  meaning  of  1 1  hoary  ” 
as  used  in  the  first  stanza? 

How  is  this  word  generally  used? 

What  picture  does  the  word 

1  i baby-white ’  ’  bring  before  you? 

Where  have  you  read  of  cascades 
before? 

How  are  cascades  formed? 

How  could  blossoms  falling  from 
a  tree  make  the  poet  think  of  a 
cascade? 

What  is  a  brooklet? 


What  made  it  look  like  silver? 

What  is  meant  by  the  “brawl¬ 
ing”  of  the  brooklet? 

How  often  are  the  words  “In 
the  spring”  used  in  the  first 
stanza? 

In  what  lines  are  they  used? 

In  what  lines  are  they  used  in 
the  second  stanza?  In  the 
third?  In  the  fourth?  In  the 
fifth? 

Find  three  lines  in  each  stanza 
which  rhyme. 

What  makes  this  poem  so  pleas¬ 
ant  to  read  aloud? 
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Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 

1  c  promised  glorv ?  ’  1 1  subtle  odors  ’ 1 

* 1  mavis  *  ’=song  thrush  ‘‘pipes  his  story’ * 


DAEE  TO  DO  EIGHT 
George  L.  Taylor 

George  Lansing  Taylor  (1835-  )  was  born  at  Skaneateles.  Xew 

York.  He  graduated  from  Columbia  University.  He  became  a  Metha 
dist  Episcopal  minister  and  was  a  well-known  lecturer  and  author. 

1 

Dare  to  do  right !  Dare  to  be  true ! 

You  have  a  work  that  no  other  can  do ; 

Do  it  so  bravely,  so  kindly,  so  well, 

Angels  will  hasten  the  story  to  tell. 

2 

Dare  to  do  right !  Dare  to  he  true ! 

Other  men’s  failures  can  never  save  you ; 

Stand  by  your  conscience,  your  honor,  your  faith: 
Stand  like  a  hero,  and  battle  till  death. 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 
Notes  and  Questions 


To  whom  is  this  poem  addressed? 

Why  are  we  sometimes  afraid  to 
tell  the  truth? 

Why  are  we  sometimes  afraid  to 
do  what  we  know  is  right? 

What  would  you  say  of  a  soldier 
who  was  afraid  and  yet  obeyed 


orders  and  stood  at  his  post! 

Why  can  no  one  else  do  your 
work  ? 

How  can  you  “  stand  by  your 
conscience  ’  ’? 

Against  what  enemies  must  you 
“battle  till  death”? 


4  Psalm  of  Life 
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Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 

il  faith”  “  honor*  * 

“  other  men’s  failures’  ’ 


A  PSALM  OF  LIFE 
Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow* 

1 

Tell  me  not,  in  mournful  numbers, 

“Life  is  but  an  empty  dream !” 

For  the  soul  is  dead  that  slumbers, 

And  things  are  not  what  they  seem. 

2 

Life  is  real !  Life  is  earnest ! 

And  the  grave  is  not  its  goal ; 

“Dust  thou  art,  to  dust  returnest,” 

Was  not  spoken  of  the  soul. 

3 

Not  enjoyment,  and  not  sorrow, 

I  s  our  destined  end  or  way ; 

But  to  act,  that  each  tomorrow 
Find  us  farther  than  today. 

4 

Art  is  long,  and  Time  is  fleeting, 

And  our  hearts,  though  stout  and  brave. 

Still,  like  muffled  drums,  are  beating 
Funeral  marches  to  the  grave. 


*  For  Biography,  see  p.  280. 
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5 

In  the  world’s  broad  field  of  battle. 

In  the  bivouac  of  Life, 

Be  not  like  dumb,  driven  cattle ; 

Be  a  hero  in  the  strife ! 

6 

Trust  no  Future,  howe’er  pleasant ! 

Let  the  dead  Past  bury  its  dead ! 

Act, — act  in  the  living  Present ! 

Heart  within,  and  God  o’erhead ! 

7 

Lives  of  great  men  all  remind  us 

We  can  make  our  lives  sublime, 

And,  departing,  leave  behind  us 

Footprints  on  the  sands  of  time; 

8 

Footprints,  that  perhaps  another, 

Sailing  o’er  life’s  solemn  main, 

A  forlorn  and  shipwrecked  brother. 

Seeing,  shall  take  heart  again. 

9 

Let  us,  then,  be  up  and  doing, 

With  a  heart  for  any  fate; 

Still  achieving,  still  pursuing. 

Learn  to  labor  and  to  wait. 

HELPS  TO  STUDY 

Notes  and  Questions 

Bead  the  line  in  the  second  stanza  is  carried  through  the  poem, 
which  gives  the  thought  which  What  is  a  goal? 


Find  a  Way  or  Make  It 
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To  what  is  life  compared  when 
we  speak  of  its  goal? 

Bead  the  words  in  the  second 
stanza  which  Longfellow  says 
were  not  spoken  of  the  soul. 

Bead  the  words  which  Longfellow 
had  in  mind  when  he  wrote  the 
second  stanza. 

“Then  shall  the  dust  return  to 
the  earth  as  it  was:  and  the 
spirit  shall  return  unto  God 
who  gave  it. 1  ’ — Ecclesiastes, 
XII,  7. 

What  was  “spoken  of  the  soul”? 

What  must  we  constantly  do  if 
we  want  each  tomorrow  to 
“find  us  farther  than  today”? 


In  what  do  you  want  to  be  “far¬ 
ther”*  tomorrow  than  you  are 
today? 

To  what  is  life  compared  in  the 
fifth  stanza? 

What  does  the  poet  say  that  the 
lives  of  great  men  teach  us? 

What  has  the  life  of  Washington 
taught  the  whole  world? 

Can  you  find  selections  in  your 
reader  which  show  this? 

To  what  is  life  compared  in  the 
eighth  stanza? 

Bead  a  line  which  makes  you  feel 
brave. 

Bead  a  line  which  makes  you 
want  to  work. 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 
“Time  is  fleeting”  “Be  a  hero  in  the  strife” 

i  ‘  muffled  drums  ”  “  take  heart  again  ’  ’ 

“bivouac  of  Life”  “lives  sublime” 

“mournful  numbers”  ==  sad  poetry 


FIXD  A  WAY  OE  MAKE  IT 
J.  G.  Saxe 

John  G.  Saxe  (1816-1887)  was  an  American  poet.  He  was  born  in 
Vermont  and  graduated  from  Middlebury  College.  He  became  editor 
of  the  “Burlington  Sentinel.”  His  poems  are  very  popular. 

1 

It  was  a  noble  Eoman, 

In  Eome’s  imperial  day. 

Who  heard  a  coward  croaker. 

Before  the  castle,  say, 

“TheyYe  safe  in  such  a  fortress ; 
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There  is  no  way  to  shake  it  !*’ 

“On!  on  !”  exclaimed  the  hero, 

“Til  find  a  way,  or  make  it!” 

2 

Is  Fame  your  aspiration? 

Her  path  is  steep  and  high; 

In  vain  yon  seek  her  temple, 

Content  to  gaze  and  sigh : 

The  shining  throne  is  waiting. 

But  he  alone  can  take  it, 

Who  says,  with  Boman  firmness, 
“Til  find  a  way,  or  make  it!” 

3 

Is  Learning  your  ambition  ? 

There  is  no  royal  road; 

Alike  the  peer  and  peasant 
Must  climb  to  her  abode; 

Who  feels  the  thirst  for  knowledge 
In  Helicon  may  slake  it. 

If  he  has  still  the  Boman  will, 

To  “ find  a  tray,  or  make  it!” 

4 

Are  Biches  worth  the  getting  ? 

They  must  be  bravely  sought ; 

With  wishing  and  with  fretting. 

The  boon  can  not  be  bought ; 

To  all  the  prize  is  open. 

But  only  he  can  take  it, 

Who  says,  with  Boman  courage, 

“Fll  find  a  way,  or  make  it  !” 


Better  Than  Gold 
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HELPS  TO  STUDY 
Notes  and  Questions 


What  is  the  castle  called  in  the 
first  stanza? 

Where  were  the  hero  and  the 
coward? 

Bead  the  coward’s  words. 

Read  the  hero’s  words. 

Where  does  the  poet  imagine  the 
temple  of  Fame  to  be? 

How  may  it  be  reached? 

Why  may  the  winning  of  fame  be 
compared  to  climbing  a  moun¬ 
tain  ? 

What  did  Washington  do  which 
may  be  compared  to  climbing 
a  steep  path?  * 


When  did  Washington  take  the 
“shining  throne”? 

WThat  do  you  know  of  the  life  of 
Washington  which  shows  that, 
he  did  not  think  of  fame? 

Read  the  line  which  tells  what 
everyone  must  do  who  wishes 
to  obtain  learning. 

How  does  the  school  help  you  to 
climb  ? 

How  have  men  made  ways 

through  forests? 

How  have  they  made  ways 
through  mountains? 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 


“imperial  day” 

4 4  aspiration  ’  ’ 

4 4 peer  and  peasant” 
4 4 royal  road” 


Helicon — a  mountain  range  in 
Greece  on  the  slopes  of  which 
were  the  fountains  supposed  to 
give  inspiration  to  poets. 


BETTER  THAN  GOLD 

Alexander  Smart 

Alexander  Smart  was  a  Scotch  poet.  His  writings  deal  with  domes¬ 
tic  life  and  labor.  4  4 Better  than  Gold”  is  one  of  his  choice  poems. 


1 

Better  than  grandeur,  better  than  gold, 
Than  rank  and  titles,  a  thousand  fold. 
Is  a  healthy  body,  a  mind  at  ease, 
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And  simple  pleasures  that  always  please; — 

A  heart  that  can  feel  for  another’s  woe. 

And  share  his  joys  with  a  genial  glow, 

With  sympathies  large  enough  to  infold 
All  men  as  brothers,  is  better  than  gold. 

2 

Better  than  gold  is  a  conscience  clear. 
Though  toiling  for  bread  in  a  humble  sphere; 
Doubly  blessed  with  content  and  health. 
Untried  by  the  lusts  or  cares  of  wealth; 

Lowly  living  and  lofty  thought 
Adorn  and  ennoble  a  poor  man’s  cot; 

For  mind  and  morals,  in  Xature’s  plan. 

Are  the  genuine  test  of  a  gentleman. 

3 

Better  than  gold  is  the  sweet  repose 
Of  the  sons  of  toil  when  their  labors  close ; 
Better  than  gold  is  a  poor  man’s  sleep, 

And  the  balm  that  drops  on  his  slumber  deep. 
Bring  sleeping  draughts  to  the  downy  bed 
Where  Luxury  pillows  his  aching  head; 

His  simple  opiate  labor  deems 
A  shorter  road  to  the  land  of  dreams. 

4 

Better  than  gold  is  a  thinking  mind. 

That,  in  the  realm  of  books,  can  find 
A  treasure  surpassing  Australian  ore. 

And  live  with  the  great  and  good  of  yore. 

The  sage’s  lore,  and  the  poet’s  lay. 

The  glories  of  empires  passed  away, 

The  world’s  great  drama,  will  thus  unfold. 
And  yield  a  pleasure  better  than  gold. 


Better  than  Gold 
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5 

Better  than  gold  is  a  peaceful  home, 

Where  all  the  fireside  charities  come, — 

The  shrine  of  love,  the  heaven  of  life, 
Hallowed  by  mother,  or  sister,  or  wife. 
However  humble  the  home  may  he, 

Or  tried  with  sorrow  by  Heaven’s  decree, 

The  blessings  that  never  were  bought  or  sold. 
And  center  there,  are  better  than  gold. 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 

Notes  and  Questions 


How  can  you  share  the  joys  of 
another? 

If  you  feel  for  another’s  trouble 
what  will  you  try  to  do? 

What  kind  of  thoughts  are 
“ lofty”  thoughts? 

What  longer  word  is  generally 
used  for  the  word  cot  in  the 
second  stanza? 

Why  does  the  man  who  works 
hard  sleep  sweetly? 

What  does  the  author  say  such 
repose  is  worth? 

Who  is  represented  by  the  word 
“  Luxury”? 


What  does  the  author  say  “Lux¬ 
ury”  needs  to  make  him  sleep? 

What  is  meant  by  the  “land  of 
dreams”? 

Read  the  words  in  the  fourth 
stanza  which  tell  how  we  may 
live  “with  the  great  and  good” 
of  past  years. 

Where  can  you  read  of  the 
“glories  of  empires  passed 
away”? 

What  Australian  ore  is  meant  in 
this  stanza? 

What  does  the  last  stanza  tell  us 
is  better  than  gold? 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 


“humble  sphere” 
“genuine  test” 
“sleeping  draughts” 
“opiate” 


“sage’s  lore” 
“poet’s  lay” 
“fireside  charities” 
“hallowed” 
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Josiah  Gilbert  Holland 

Josiah  Gilbert  Holland  (1819-1881)  was  an  American  poet  and 
journalist.  He  was  born  on  a  Massachusetts  farm,  but  studied  medi¬ 
cine  and  afterward  became  editor  of  the  11  Springfield  Republican. ’  ’ 
He  was  one  of  the  founders  of  “Scribner’s  Monthly  Magazine”  and 
became  its  editor. 


1 

Heaven  is  not  reached  at  a  single  bound, 

But  we  build  the  ladder  by  which  we  rise 
From  the  lowly  earth  to  the  vaulted  skies, 
And  we  mount  to  its  summit  round  by  round, 


2 

I  count  this  thing  to  be  grandly  true, 
That  a  noble  deed  is  a  step  toward  God, 
Lifting  the  soul  from  the  common  clod 
To  a  purer  air  and  a  fairer  view. 


3 


We  rise  by  the  things  that  are  under  our  feet, 

By  what  we  have  mastered  of  good  or  gain  ; 

By  the  pride  deposed  or  the  passion  slain, 

And  the  vanquished  ills  that  we  hourly  meet. 

Abridged. 

HELPS  TO  STUDY 

Notes  and  Questions 


Where  does  the  poet  imagine  the 
foot  of  the  ladder  to  be? 

How  is  the  ladder  built? 

By  what  kind  of  deeds  do  we  as¬ 
cend  this  ladder? 

What  kind  of  actions  cause  us  to 
slip  back? 

What  foes  does  the  third  stanza 


tell  us  we  must  conquer,  if  we 
wish  to  mount  the  ladder  ? 

Mention  some  noble  deed  of 
which  you  have  read  in  this 
book. 

What  opportunities  have  boys 
and  girls  to  do  noble  deeds? 


Those  Evening  Bells 
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Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 

i  ‘  vaulted  skies  ”  “  pride  deposed  ’  ’ 

“common  clod”  ‘ 4 passion  slain” 

11  vanquished  ills” 


THOSE  EVEXIXG  BELLS! 

Thomas  Moore 

Thomas  Moore  (1779-1852)  was  an  Irish  poet.  He  was  born  at 
Dublin  and  educated  at  Trinity  College.  He  was  a  friend  and  class¬ 
mate  of  Robert  Emmet.  He  visited  America,  spending  two  years  here. 
His  poems  are  musical. 

1 

Those  evening  bells  !  those  evening  bells  ! 

How  many  a  tale  their  music  tells, 

Of  youth,  and  home,  and  that  sweet  time 
When  last  I  heard  their  soothing  chime ! 


2 

Those  joyous  hours  are  passed  away; 
And  many  a  heart,  that  then  was  gay. 
Within  the  tomb  now  darkly  dwells, 
And  hears  no  more  those  evening  bells. 


3 

And  so  ?t  will  be  when  I  am  gone ; 

That  tuneful  peal  will  still  ring  on, 

While  other  bards  shall  walk  these  dells, 
And  sing  your  praise,  sweet  evening  bells ! 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 


Notes  and 

For  what  do  you  think  the  bells 
which  the  poet  praises  were 
ringing! 

Of  what  did  they  speak  to  him? 


Questions 

What  words  in  the  first  stanza 
tell  you  that  the  bells  rang 
sweetly  and  softly? 
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What  words  in  the  first  stanza 
tell  you  that  the  poet  had  been 
away  from  home? 


Was  the  poet  in  the  city  or  in 
the  country  when  he  heard  the 
bells?  How  do  you  know? 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 

“soothing  chimes”  “other  bards” 

“tuneful  peal”  “shall  walk  these  dells” 


THE  BELLS  OF  SHANDON 
Francis  Mahony 

Francis  Mahony  (1804-1866)  was  an  Irish  poet  and  journalist.  He 
was  born  at  Cork  and  was  educated  for  the  priesthood  in  Paris  and 
Rome.  Afterward  he  gave  up  his  calling  and  became  a  magazine 
writer.  He  wrote  under  the  name  of  “Father  Prouty. ” 

1 

With  deep  affection 
And  recollection 
I  often  think  of 

Those  Shandon  bells. 

Whose  sound  so  wild  would. 

In  the  days  of  childhood. 

Fling  round  my  cradle 
Their  magic  spells. 

2 

On  this  I  ponder 
Where’er  I  wander, 

And  thus  grow  fonder, 

Sweet  Cork,  of  thee, — 

With  thy  bells  of  Shandon, 

That  sound  so  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 
Of  the  river  Lee. 


The  Bells  of  Shandon 
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3 

Fve  heard  bells  chiming 
Full  many  a  clime  in, 

Tolling  sublime  in 
Cathedral  shrine, 

While  at  a  glib  rate 
Brass  tongues  would  vibrate ; 
But  all  their  music 

Spoke  naught  like  thine. 

4 

For  memory,  dwelling 
On  each  proud  swelling 
Of  thy  belfry,  knelling 
Its  bold  notes  free, 
Made  the  bells  of  Shandon 
Sound  far  more  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 
Of  the  Biver  Lee. 

o 

Fve  heard  bells  tolling 
Old  Adrian’s  Mole  in, 

Their  thunder  rolling 

From  the  Vatican, — 
And  cymbals  glorious 
Swinging  uproarious 
In  the  gorgeous  turrets 
Of  Xotre  Dame; 

6 

But  thy  sounds  were  sweeter 
Than  the  dome  of  Peter 
Flings  o’er  the  Tiber 
Pealing  solemnly. 
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Oil !  the  bells  of  Shandon 
Sound  far  more  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 
Of  the  River  Lee. 

7 

There’s  a  bell  in  Moscow ; 
While  on  tower  and  kiosk  0 
In  Saint  Sophia 

The  Turkman  gets, 
And  loud  in  air 
Calls  men  to  prayer, 

From  the  tapering  summit 
Of  tall  minarets. 

8 

Such  empty  phantom 
I  freely  grant  them ; 

But  there’s  an  anthem 
More  dear  to  me, — 
’Tis  the  bells  of  Shandon, 
That  sound  so  grand  on 
The  pleasant  waters 
Of  the  river  Lee. 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 


Notes  and 

Read  the  lines  which  tell  you  in 
what  city  the  poet  lived. 

Read  the  lines  which  tell  you 
that  he  heard  the  bells  in  early 
childhood. 

Of  what  does  he  think  wherever 
he  wanders? 

Bead  the  line  which  tells  the 


Questions 

name  of  the  nver  which  was 
near  his  home. 

What  sound  of  bells  does  the 
first  line  of  the  third  stanza 
give? 

When  are  chimes  rung? 

What  sound  do  the  words  “  toll¬ 
ing  sublime ”  give? 


Ring  Out ,  Wild  Bells 
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When  do  bells  toll? 

What  bells  do  you  sometimes 
hear  which  sound  like  the  bells 
described  in  the  fifth  and  sixth 
lines  of  this  stanza? 

What  comparison  is  made  be¬ 
tween  the  music  of  all  these 
bells  and  the  bells  of  Shandon? 

To  what  is  the  sound  of  the  bells 

Words  and  Phra 

* 1  Old  Adrian ’s  Mole 7  ’ — the  mass¬ 
ive,  towerlike  mausoleum  or 
tomb  of  the  Koman  Emperor 
Hadrian. 

“  Vatican  ” — the  palace  of  the 
Popes  at  Eome. 

1 1  Notre  Dame 7 7 — the  great  ca¬ 
thedral  at  Paris. 


in  the  Vatican  compared? 

To  what  musical  instruments  are 
the  bells  of  Notre  Dame  com¬ 
pared  ? 

What  does  the  dome  of  Peter 
“fling  o’er  the  Tiber”? 

Where  is  the  Tiber  Biver? 

To  whom  does  the  poet  say,  “Thy 
sounds  were  sweeter”? 

s  for  Discussion 

“dome  of  Peter” — dome  of  St. 
Peter's  at  Eome — the  largest 
cathedral  in  the  world. 

‘ 1  St.  Sophia  ’  7 — mosque  of  St. 

Sophia  at  Constantinople, 
“magic  spells” 

“gorgeous  turrets” 

“calls  men  to  prayer” 


EIXG  OUT,  WILD  BELLS 

Alfk?:d,  Loud  Tennyson 

Alfred,  Lord  Tennyson,  (1809-1892)  was  an  English  poet.  He  was 
born  in  Lincolnshire  and  studied  at  Trinity  College,  Cambridge.  He 
was  poet  laureate  of  England,  succeeding  Wordsworth.  He  devoted 
himself  to  poetry.  His  poems  are  noted  for  their  beauty  of  expression. 

1 

Bing  out,  wild  bells,  to  the  wild  sky. 

The  flying  cloud,  the  frosty  light  ; 

The  year  is  dying  in  the  night ; 

Bing  out,  wild  bells,  and  let  him  die, 
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2 

Eing  out  the  old,  ring  in  the  new, 

Eing,  happy  bells,  across  the  snow; 

The  year  is  going — let  him  go ; 

Eing  out  the  false,  ring  in  the  true. 

3 

Eing  out  the  grief  that  saps  the  mind. 

For  those  that  here  we  see  no  more ; 
Eing  out  the  feud  of  rich  and  poor, 

Eing  in  redress  to  ail  mankind. 

4 

Eing  out  a  slowly  dying  cause, 

And  ancient  forms  of  party  strife; 

Eing  in  the  nobler  modes  of  life, 

With  sweeter  manners,  purer  laws. 

5 

Eing  out  the  want,  the  care,  the  sin, 

The  faithless  coldness  of  the  times ; 

Eing  out,  ring  out  my  mournful  rhymes. 
But  ring  the  fuller  minstrel  in. 


6 

Eing  out  false  pride  in  place  and  blood. 
The  civic  slander  and  the  spite ; 
Eing  in  the  love  of  truth  and  right, 

Eing  in  the  common  love  of  good. 

7 

Eing  out  old  shapes  of  foul  disease, 

Eing  out  the  narrowing  lust  of  gold, 
Eing  out  the  thousand  wars  of  old, 
Eing  in  the  thousand  years  of  peace. 
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8 

Eing  in  the  valiant  man  and  free, 

The  larger  heart,  the  kindlier  hand ; 
Eing  out  the  darkness  of  the  land, 
Eing  in  the  Christ  that  is  to  be. 

HELPS  TO  STUDY 


Notes  and 

For  what  were  the  bells  described 
in  this  poem  ringing? 

How  are  the  bells  described  in  the 
first  stanza? 

How  is  the  sky  described  in  this 
stanza? 

Read  the  words  in  the  second  line 
which  tell  what  gave  this  ap¬ 
pearance  to  the  sky. 

How  can  you  explain  this  descrip¬ 
tion  of  the  bells? 

How  does  the  poet  describe  the 
bells  in  the  second  stanza? 

Read  the  line  in  the  second  stanza 
which  tells  wrhat  the  poet  hopes 
will  go  with  the  old  year. 

What  does  he  hope  will  come  in 
with  the  new  year? 

How  does  the  poet’s  beautiful 
Rope  explain  his  description  of 
the  bells  in  this  stanza? 

Read  the  lines  in  the  fourth 
stanza  which  tell  what  the  poet 
hopes  will  come  in  with  the  new 
year. 

Words  and  Phras 

“party  strife” 

“  nobler  modes  of  life” 

“purer  laws” 

“ valiant  man  and  free” 


Questions 

What  do  you  think  the  poet 
meant  by  “sweeter  manners”? 

What  does  the  mention  of  ‘  ‘  sweet¬ 
er  manners  ’  ’  and  ‘  ‘  purer  laws  1  ’ 
in  the  same  line  tell  you  of  the 
importance  of  manners? 

Read  what  Tennyson  tells  us 
about  manners  in  another  poem 
and  see  if  this  will  help  you  to 
understand: 

“For  manners  are  not  idle,  but 
the  fruit 

Of  loyal  nature  and  of  noble 
mind.  ” 

How  does  Tennyson  describe  his 
own  poetry  in  the  fifth  stanza? 

What  does  he  mean  by  a  “fuller 
minstrel  ”? 

What  efforts  are  being  made  to 
end  war? 

What  is  meant  by  the  “darkness 
of  the  land”? 

How  does  the  public  school  help 
to  “ring  out”  this  darkness? 

s  for  Discussion 

“false  pride” 

“common  love  of  good” 

“lust  of  gold” 

“larger  heart” 
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CHRISTMAS  BELLS 

HENRY  W.  LONGFELLOW* 


1 

I  heard  the  bells  on  Christmas  Day 
Their  old,  familiar  carols  play, 

And  wild  and  sweet 
The  words  repeat 

Of  peace  on  earth,  good-will  to  men ! 


2 

And  thought  how,  as  the  day  had  come, 
The  belfries  of  all  Christendom 
Had  rolled  along 
The  unbroken  song 
Of  peace  on  earth,  good-will  to  men ! 


3 

Till,  ringing,  singing  on  its  way, 

The  world  revolved  from  night  to  day, 

A  voice,  a  chime, 

A  chant  sublime 

Of  peace  on  earth,  good-will  to  men ! 

— Abridged . 

HELPS  TO  STUDY 


Notes  and 

Who  is  speaking  in  this  poem? 
What  words  describe  the  sound 
of  the  bells? 

What  words  do  these  bells  re¬ 
peat? 

Who  “  thought  how,  as  the  day 
had  come”? 

What  day  is  meant? 

What  is  meant  by  “The  belfries 

*For  Biography,  see  p.280. 


Questions 

of  all  Christendom”? 

In  what  sense  is  it  an  “un¬ 
broken”  song? 

Why  does  the  poet  say  “rolled”? 
What  does  the  second  stanza  tell 
you  ? 

What  is  meant  by  “revolved 
from  night  to  day”? 


PART  II 

STOEIES  OF  GREECE  AXD  ROME 


“ One  cannot  always  be  a  hero ,  but  one  can  always  be  a  man.” 


Goethe. 


PART  II 


STORIES  OF  GREECE  AXD  ROME 

INTRODUCTION 

The  stories  gathered  together  here  were  handed  down  in  the 
twilight  of  history  from  one  generation  to  another.  They 
were  told  around  the  firesides  or  sung  in  the  market  places  or 
chanted  in  the  halls  of  royal  palaces.  In  time,  as  a  national 
feeling  came  to  be  developed,  certain  heroes  became  national 
heroes  and  around  these,  minstrels  and  priests  wove  the  many 
myths  and  legends  into  an  artistic  whole.  Early  writers  gave 
definite  form  to  these  stories  and  to-day  we  read  them  in  Greek 
and  Latin  in  much  the  same  form  as  the  early  minstrel  sang 
them  to  the  music  of  his  lyre. 

The  religion  of  the  Greeks  owed  its  origin  and  growth  to 
their  keen  and  vivid  imagination,  which  was  stimulated  in  turn 
by  the  natural  beauty  of  their  country,  the  lofty  mountains, 
beautiful  rivers,  green  fields  and  groves,  and  over  it  all  the 
bluest  skies. 

For  the  wonders  of  nature,  which  are  explained  to  us  by 
science,  they  created  beautiful  stories  which  often  had  in  them 
such  profound  truths  that  when  we  read  them  now  we  are  not 
only  charmed  by  the  beauty  of  these  simple  stories,  but  we 
are  moved  by  their  depth  of  meaning. 

As  they  looked  up  at  the  soft,  fleecy  clouds,  they  saw 
flocks  of  sheep,  driven  across  the  sky  by  their  shepherd,  the 
wind.  The  rainbow  was  a  beautiful  maiden,  Here's  messenger. 
Her  flight  was  so  rapid  that  one  could  never  see  her;  only  by 
the  trail  which  her  many  colored  draperies  left  behind  her 
could  one  know  that  she  had  passed.  Under  Mount  iEtna  was 
bound  with  unbreakable  chains  the  giant  who  dared  defy  Zeus. 
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From  time  to  time  he  breathed  forth  fire  and  flames  and  when 
lie  changed  his  position  the  earth  trembled. 

Everything  about  the  Greeks  was  personified  and  every 
grove,  fountain,  and  river  was  the  habitation  of  some  nymph  or 
satyr.  Pan,  the  god  of  woods  and  fields,  was  everywhere. 

The  greater  gods  dwelt  on  high  Olympus,  where  all  was 
sunshine  and  clear  air,  where  neither  snow  fell  nor  hail  nor  rain, 
nor  was  it  ever  shaken  by  the  winds. 

The  religion  of  the  Komans,  as  we  know  it  from  literature, 
was  largely  inherited  from  the  Greeks  and  therefore  was  much 
like  the  Greek  religion.  They  made  gods  of  the  sea,  the  sun,  the 
lightning,  and  of  all  the  great  materials  and  forces  in  nature, 
but  to  these  they  gave  names  different  from  those  of  the  Greeks. 
Like  the  Greeks,  their  gods  were  supposed  to  have  human  powers 
of  mind,  body,  and  feeling,  but  in  all  cases  they  were  more 
than  human. 

Zeus  (Jupiter)  was  the  king  and  father  of  gods  and  men. 
With  thunderbolts  and  lightning  flashes  he  punished  the  crimes 
of  mortals.  His  special  messenger  was  the  eagle.  He  presided 
at  the  councils  held  on  Mount  Olympus  and  called  the  gods 
together  at  his  pleasure. 

His  brothers  were  Poseidon  (Neptune),  who  ruled  the  sea, 
and  Pluto  (Orcus),  king  of  the  underworld,  the  abode  of  the 
dead. 

Here  (Juno)  the  glorious,  sister  and  wife  of  Zeus,  sat  at  his 
right,  while  at  his  left  sat  Pallas  Athene  (Minerva)  goddess  of 
wisdom,  skilled  in  all  the  arts  of  war  and  peace. 

The  most  beautiful  of  all  the  gods  was  Apollo  (Phoebus),  god 
of  the  sun,  of  music  and  poetry,  and  leader  of  the  nine  muses. 
His  golden  shafts  often  proved  fatal  to  mortal  man. 

His  twin  sister  was  Artemis  (Diana),  goddess  of  the  moon 
and  of  the  chase.  She  is  often  represented  with  a  stag  and  a 
quiver  of  arrows  and  wearing  upon  her  forehead  her  emblem, 
the  crescent  moon. 

Aphrodite  (Venus),  born  of  the  sea  foam,  was  the  goddess  of 
love  and  beauty. 


Introduction  to  Part  Two. 
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Ares  (Mars)  was  the  god  of  war  and  Hephaestus  (Vulcan) 
was  the  smith  of  the  gods,  who  built  their  dwellings  on  Olympus 
and  forged  their  weapons. 

Hermes  (Mercury),  the  winged  messenger  of  the  gods,  doing 
their  bidding,  sped  through  the  air  with  staff  and  winged  cap 
and  sandals. 

In  these  stories  we  shall  see  how  the  will  of  the  gods  in¬ 
fluences  and  directs  the  actions  of  heroes  whose  courage  knows 
no  bounds  when  a  wrong  must  be  righted  or  a  friend’s  death 
avenged,  who  bravely  face  death  upon  the  perilous  seas  or  in 
fighting  horrid  monsters  and  yet  who  show  the  deepest  reverence 
for  customs  and  traditions  and  great  tenderness  for  wife  and 
child  and  friend  and  home. 

Many  of  the  best  things  in  our  present  life  and  culture  are 
inherited  from  the  Greeks  and  Romans.  We  still  find  our 
greatest  models  in  the  remains  of  Grecian  art,  literature,  and 
architecture.  In  all  these  fields  we  have  inherited  much  from 
the  Romans,  but  our  greatest  debt  to  them  is  to  be  found  in  our 
codes  of  law.  The  reading  of  stories  from  Greek  and  Roman 
heroes  will  give  us,  therefore,  greater  love  for  the  beautiful  and 
true  in  art,  literature,  and  life. 

The  names  of  the  Roman  gods  are  given  above  in  paren¬ 
theses.  The  following  table  gives  the  pronunciation  of  the  names 
of  both  the  Greek  and  Roman  gods: 


Greek 


Latin 


Zeus  (zus) 

Poseidon  (po  si'don) 
Pluto  (plu'to) 

Here  (he're) 

Athene  (a  the'ne) 
Artemis  (ar'te  mis) 
Ares  (a'res) 

Aphrodite  (af'r5  di  te) 
Hephaestus  (he  fes'tus) 
Hermes  (her'mes) 
Hestia  (hes'tl  a) 


Jupiter  ( ju'pi  ter) 
Neptune  (nep'tune) 
Orcus  (or'kus) 

Juno  (ju'no) 
Minerva  (mi  ner'va) 
Diana  (dia'na) 

Mars  (mars) 

Yenus  (ve'nus) 
Yulcan  (vul'kan) 
Mercury  (mer'kii  ry) 
Yesta  (ves'ta) 


In  later  times  Phoebus  Apollo  (fe'bus  a  pol'o)  was  worshiped  in 
Pome  under  the  Greek  name  Phoebus. 
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BOOK  I 

THE  STORY  OF  ACHILLES 

CHAPTER  ONE 

WHY  THE  GREEKS  SAILED  TO  TROY 

Helen,  daughter  of  Tyndareus  and  Leda,  was  the  fairest  of  all 
the  women  in  Greece — nay,  of  all  the  women  on  the  face  of  the 
whole  earth.  All  the  princes  of  Greece  were  suitors  for  her  in 
marriage,  and  assembled  at  Sparta,  of  which  city  Tyndareus 
was  king,  that  she  and  her  father  might  make  their  choice 
among  them. 

While  they  awaited  the  choosing,  Tyndareus  said  to  them, 
“You  do  me  much  honor,  my  lords,  by  paying  court  to  my 
daughter  and  desiring  to  have  her  to  wife.  Nevertheless,  there 
is  something  in  this  matter  that  makes  me  afraid.  Ye  are 
many,  and  my  daughter  can  have  but  one  of  you  for  a  hus¬ 
band.  How,  then,  will  the  matter  stand  when  she  shall  have 
made  her  choice?  Will  it  not  be  that  one,  indeed,  will  be 
pleased  and  many  offended,  and  that  for  one  friend  I  shall  have 
a  score  or  so  of  enemies  ?  Listen,  therefore,  to  me,  and  be  sure 
that  my  daughter  is  of  one  mind  with  me.  She  would  rather 
die  unmarried,  or  even  lay  hands  upon  herself,  than  that  she 
should  bring  trouble  upon  my  house.  And  her  resolve  is  this : 
Ye  must  all  swear  a  great  oath  that  ye  will  defend  her  and  her 
husband,  whomsoever  she  may  choose,  with  all  your  might,  and 
that  if  he  or  she  suffer  any  wrong,  ye  will  avenge  them  to  the 
very  best  of  your  power.” 

This  King  Tyndareus  did  by  the  counsel  of  Ulysses;  and 
the  reason  why  Ulysses  gave  this  counsel  was  this.  He  thought 
tin  chYrus  le'da  u  lis'ez 
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to  himself,  “The  choice  of  the  maid  will  scarce  fall  upon  me, 
for  I  have  but  a  poor  kingdom,  nor  can  I  myself,  for  strength 
or  beauty,  be  matched  with  some  that  are  here.  But  there  are 
other  fair  maidens  in  Greece  besides  Helen,  as  Penelope,  who 
is  niece  to  King  Tyndareus,  and  is  likely  to  have  a  good  portion. 
If,  then,  I  do  good  service  to  the  king  he  will  speak  for  me  to 
his  brother  Icarius,  and  I  shall  have  an  advantage  when  I 
present  my  suit.” 

The  words  of  Tyndareus  pleased  the  suitors,  and  they  swore 
a  great  oath,  each  man  by  that  which  he  held  most  sacred  upon 
earth,  that  they  would  defend  Helen  and  her  husband  against 
all  injury  that  might  be  done  to  them. 

Helen  chose  Menelaus,  younger  brother  to  Agamemnon,  that 
was  overlord  of  all  the  land  of  Greece.  And  Ulysses  had  his 
wish,  for  Penelope,  daughter  of  Icarius,  was  given  him  to  wife. 

And  now  for  a  time  all  things  went  well  and  prosperously. 
Menelaus  lived  happily  with  his  wife  Helen,  who  bare  him  a 
daughter,  Hermione  by  name.  But  when  the  child  was  scarce 
a  year  old  there  came  a  grievous  trouble  to  the  house  of  Mene¬ 
laus,  and  on  the  whole  land  of  Greece  and  on  Asia  also.  Now 
it  must  be  told  how  this  came  about. 

Across  the  iEgaean  Sea  from  Greece  was  the  city  of  Troy, 
famous  in  ancient  days.  Here  lived  a  strong,  brave  race  of 
people,  who  had  made  their  city  great  by  their  industry  in 
peace  and  their  courage  in  war. 

The  king  of  Troy  was  Priam,  who  was  much  beloved  by 
every  one.  He  had  many  children,  but  one  day  another  little 
son  was  born  to  King  Priam,  even  Paris.  When  now  the  priest 
said  that  he  would  grow  to  be  a  danger  and  a  trouble  to  his 
family  and  his  country,  King  Priam  had  his  servants  take  the 
baby,  and  leave  it  on  a  barren  mountain-side  to  die.  There 
some  shepherds  found  the  child,  and  reared  him  carefully;  and 
he  grew  to  be  a  tall,  beautiful  youth,  very  active  and  skilful  in 
all  sorts  of  games. 
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Peleus,  king  of  Thessaly,  married  Thetis  of  the  sea.  And 
these  two  called  to  their  wedding  feast  all  the  gods,  for  Thetis 
was  herself  of  the  race  of  the  gods.  One  only  did  they  not  call, 
and  that  one  was  Discord.  But  Discord  came  unbidden,  bring¬ 
ing  with  her  a  golden  apple  on  which  she  had  written  these 
words,  “To  the  Fairest.”  This  she  threw  among  the  guests, 
and  so  departed. 

And  when  these  words  were  read  aloud  there  was  scarce 
woman  or  goddess  in  the  whole  company  but  thought  that  the 
apple  belonged  of  right  to  her,  hut  three  only  were  so  bold  as 
to  claim  it,  and  these  three  were  Here,  queen  of  the  gods,  and 
Athene,  and  Aphrodite.  And  when  it  was  doubted  who  should 
judge  in  such  a  matter  Zeus  said  to  Hermes,  the  messenger, 
“There  is  a  shepherd  that  keeps  his  sheep  on  Mount  Ida,  Paris 
by  name;  he  is  son  to  Priam,  king  of  Troy,  and  he  is  the  most 
beautiful  of  mortal  men.  Let  him  be  the  judge  between  these 
three;  for  if  a  god  should  judge  there  will  be  no  end  to  the 
quarrel;  but  if  a  mortal  man,  then  it  must  needs  come  to  an 
end  with  his  life.  Be  thou,  therefore,  guide  to  these  three,  and 
show  them  the  place,  and  give  also  my  message  to  this  Paris.” 

So  Hermes  took  the  three  to  Mount  Ida,  and  they  stood 
before  Paris  that  he  might  judge  which  was  the  fairest  of  the 
three.  Xor  were  the}^  content  that  he  judge  by  looks  only. 
Here  said  to  him,  “Give  thou  thy  voice  to  me,  and  I  will  give 
thee  lordship  over  the  whole  land  of  Asia,”  and  Athene  said,  “I 
can  make  thee  wise  in  counsel  and  skilful  in  war  above  all 
others.”  Last  of  all  Aphrodite  said,  “I  will  give  thee  to  wife 
the  fairest  woman  in  all  the  world.”  But  whether  Paris  was 
moved  by  this  promise,  or  whether  he  thought  in  his  heart  that 
Aphrodite  was  in  truth  the  fairest — as  indeed  she  should  have 
been  of  right,  being  queen  of  love — however  this  may  be,  this 
judgment  of.  Paris  was  the  beginning  of  many  troubles. 

It  is  not  agreed  among  those  who  have  written  about  these 
things  how  Helen  was  persuaded  to  leave  her  husband’s  house. 
Some  say  that  Paris  carried  her  away  by  force,  and  some  that 
he're  a  the'ne  peTns  tlie'tis  af  ro  cll'te  zus  her'mez 
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Aphrodite,  that  she  might  keep  her  promise,  touched  her  soul 
with  madness,  so  that  she  knew  not  what  she  did.  But  this 
one  thing  is  certain,  that  Menelaus  was  bereft  of  his  wife,  and 
that  he  called  upon  all  the  princes  that  had  sworn  to  defend 
him  that  they  should  perform  their  promise. 

Now  this  call  was  hut  little  to  their  liking.  Some  would 
have  had  it  that  they  were  not  bound  to  obey  it.  And  Ulysses 
feigned  madness,  ploughing  the  sands  of  the  sea  that  men 
might  say,  “It  is  no  profit  to  take  this  fool,  who  knows  no  dif¬ 
ference  between  cornfields  and  the  sand  of  the  sea.”  But  there 
was  one  of  the  counsellors  of  Menelaus  who  discerned  the  truth. 
He  said  to  the  king,  “Let  me  see  whether  this  man  be  really 
mad  or  no.”  So  he  took  the  young  child  of  Ulysses,  and  set 
him  in  the  way  of  the  plough,  and  when  Ulysses  saw  the  child 
he  turned  aside.  Other  chiefs  also  made  excuses  for  themselves ; 
hut  at  the  last  a  great  army  was  gathered  together,  greater 
by  far  than  had  ever  been  seen  in  the  land  of  Greece,  and  the 
place  where  they  were  gathered  was  Aulis. 

But  now  a  great  misfortune  befell  Agamemnon,  the  com¬ 
mander  of  the  host.  It  chanced  on  a  certain  day,  while  he 
waited  for  the  coming  of  the  chiefs,  that  he  went  a-hunting, 
and  in  his  hunting  he  killed  a  stag  that  was  one  of  the  sacred 
stags  of  Artemis.  The  goddess  was  so  wroth  at  this  deed  that 
she  kept  the  fleet  of  the  Greeks  from  sailing  by  contrary  winds, 
till  the  host  had  well-nigh  perished  by  hunger.  And  when 
the  king  inquired  of  the  seers  how  the  anger  of  the  goddess 
might  be  appeased,  he  was  advised  that  he  must  sacrifice  to  her 
the  most  precious  and  beautiful  possession  that  he  had,  even 
his  daughter  Iphigenia. 

Now  Iphigenia  was  at  Argos  with  her  mother,  Queen  Cly- 
taemnestra,  and  the  king  devised  this  plan  by  which  he  might 
procure  the  coming  of  his  daughter  to  the  camp  without  dis¬ 
closing  his  purpose.  He  wrote  a  letter  to  the  queen,  saying, 
“I  have  made  a  great  marriage  for  our  daughter.  Bring  her 
therefore  to  Aulis  before  we  sail  for  Troy.” 
aw'lis  ar'te  mis  if"i  je  nl'a  ar'gos  klit  em  nes'tra 
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But  after  a  while; his.  heart  rmisgave  him,  and  he  thought 
to  himself,  “Can  I  indeed  endure  to  see  my  daughter  slain 
before  mine  eyes?  My  brother  is  dear  to  me,  but  what  is  he  in 
comparison  to  my  child?  And  this  false  woman  Helen,  is  it 
5  meet  that  an  innocent  maiden  should  suffer  on  her  account? 
I  will  not  do  this  thing.” 

When,  now,  he  told  this  thing  to  his  brother  the  dispute 
waxed  very  hot  between  them. 

While  they  talked  there  came  a  messenger  saying  that  the 
10  queen  had  come  bringing  with  her  Iphigenia,  her  daughter,  and 
also  her  little  son  Orestes.  “They  are  resting  their  horses,” 
said  he,  “by  a  spring  outside  the  camp.” 

King  Agamemnon  was  not  a  little  perplexed  when  he  heard 
these  tidings.  “What  shall  I  say  to  my  wife?  And  how  will 
15  she  bear  it  when  she  knoweth  my  purpose?  And  what  shall  I 
say  to  the  maiden  whose  bridegroom  is  death?  Never,  surely, 
was  father  in  such  evil  case.” 

And  now  the  chariot  of  the  queen  was  come,  and  with  her 
were  caskets  full  of  costly  things  for  the  adorning  of  the  bride, 
20  and  by  her  side  was  her  daughter,  and  she  held  in  her  arms 
her  little  son.  When  Iphigenia  saw  her  father  she  descended 
in  haste  from  the  chariot  and  ran  to  him  and  threw  her  arms 
about  him.  Yet  she  soon  perceived  that  he  was  ill  at  ease. 
“Thou  art  but  ill  pleased  to  see  me,  methinks  ”  she  said.  “A 
25  king,”  he  answered,  ‘diath  many  cares.”  “Put  them  away,” 
said  the  girl,  “and  give  thyself  to  me.”  “Think  not,”  answered 
the  king,  “that  I  am  not  glad  to  see  thee.”  “Glad  art  thou?” 
said  she,  “then  why  these  tears?”  And  so  they  talked  with  each 
other,  and  the  king  spake  with  a  double  sense  in  his  words,  and 
30  the  maiden  knew  nothing  of  what  was  purposed  against  her. 

At  last  he  said,  “Go  now  into  the  tent;  but  first  kiss  me, 
and  give  me  thy  hand,  for  thou  must  be  parted  from  thy  father 
for  many  days.”  And  he  spake  of  the  parting  of  death,  but 
the  maiden  thought  that  it  was  because  she  must  dwell  thence- 
35  forth  in  the  home  of  her  husband.  And  when  she  was  gone 
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within  he  cried,  “0  fair  bosom  of  my  child  and  lovely  cheeks 
and  hair  as  of  gold !  0  city  of  Priam,  how  cruel  is  this  woe 
that  thou  bringest  upon  me !” 

When  now  Iphigenia  knew  the  real  purpose  for  which  she 
was  brought  to  Aulis,  she  stood  forth  and  said,  “Hearken  to 
me,  my  mother;  be  not  wroth  with  my  father,  for  he  cannot 
fight  against  fate.  Therefore  I  am  resolved  to  die;  all  Greece 
looketh  to  me,  for  without  me  the  ships  cannot  make  their 
voyage,  nor  the  city  of  Troy  be  taken.  Offer  me  therefore  for 
an  offering,  and  let  the  taking  of  the  city  be  my  memorial 
for  ever.” 

Then  they  that  were  appointed  led  the  maiden  to  the  grove 
of  Artemis,  where  was  built  an  altar.  And  the  whole  of  the 
army  was  gathered  about  it.  When  the  king  saw  her  going 
to  her  death,  he  covered  his  face  with  his  mantle;  but  she  stood 
by  him  and  said,  “I  give  myself  with  a  willing  heart  to  die  for 
mv  country  and  for  the  whole  land  of  Greece.  And  now  let  no 
man  touch  me,  for  I  will  offer  my  neck  to  the  sword  with  a 
good  courage.”  And  all  men  marvelled  to  see  how  bravely  the 
maiden  carried  herself. 

Then  the  herald  stood  in  the  midst  and  commanded  silence 
to  the  people;  and  Calchas,  the  priest,  put  a  garland  about  the 
maiden’s  head.  And  all  the  army  stood  regarding  the  maiden 
and  the  priest  and  the  altar. 

Then  there  befell  a  marvellous  thing.  For  Calchas  struck 
with  his  knife,  so  that  all  men  heard  the  sound  of  the  stroke, 
but  the  maiden  was  not  there.  Whither  she  had  gone  no  one 
knew;  but  in  her  stead  there  lay  gasping  a  great  hind,  and 
the  altar  was  red  with  the  blood  of  the  beast. 

And  Calchas  said,  “See  ye  this,  men  of  Greece,  how  the 
goddess  hath  provided  this  offering  in  the  place  of  the  maiden, 
for  she  would  not  have  her  altar  defiled  with  innocent  blood. 
Be  of  good  courage,  therefore;  this  day  ye  shall  sail  across  the 
sea  to  the  land  of  Troy.” 
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CHAPTER  TWO 

THE  QUARREL  BETWEEN  AGAMEMNON  AND  ACHILLES 

For  nine  years  and  more  the  Greeks  had  besieged  the  city  of 
Troy,  and  being  many  in  number  and  better  ordered,  and  having 
very  strong  and  valiant  chiefs,  they  had  pressed  the  men  of  the 
city  very  hard,  so  that  these  dared  not  go  outside  the  walls.  And, 
5  indeed,  they  might  have  taken  it  without  further  loss,  but  that 
there  arose  a  deadly  strife  between  two  of  the  chiefs,  even  be¬ 
tween  Agamemnon,  who  was  sovereign  lord  of  all  the  host,  and 
Achilles,  who  was  the  bravest  and  most  valiant  man  therein.  Now 
the  strife  chanced  in  this  wise. 

10  The  Greeks,  having  been  away  from  home  now  many  years, 
were  in  great  want  of  things  needful.  Wherefore  it  was  their 
custom  to  leave  a  part  of  their  army  to  watch  the  city,  and  to 
send  a  part  to  spoil  such  towns  in  the  country  roundabout  as 
they  knew  to  be  friendly  to  the  men  of  Troy,  or  as  they  thought 
15  to  contain  good  store  of  provision  or  treasure.  “Are  not  all 
these,”  they  were  wont  to  say,  “towns  of  the  barbarians,  and 
therefore  lawful  prey  to  men  that  are  Greeks?”  Now  among 
the  towns  with  which  they  dealt  in  this  fashion  was  Chrysa, 
which  was  sacred  to  Apollo,  who  had  a  great  temple  therein  and  a 
20  priest.  The  temple  and  the  priest,  the  Greeks,  fearing  the  anger 
of  the  god,  had  not  harmed ;  but  they  had  carried  off  with  other 
prisoners  the  priest's  daughter,  Chryseis  by  name.  These  and 
the  rest  of  the  spoil  they  divided  among  the  kings,  of  whom  there 
were  many  in  the  army,  ruling  each  his  own  people. 

25  Now  King  Agamemnon,  as  being  sovereign  lord,  went  not 
commonly  with  the  army  at  such  times,  but  rather  stayed  behind, 
having  charge  of  the  siege  that  it  should  not  be  neglected.  Yet 
did  he  always  receive,  as  indeed  was  fitting,  a  share  of  the  spoil. 
This  time  the  Greeks  gave  him,  with  other  things,  the  maiden 
30  Chryseis.  But  there  came  to  the  camp  next  day  the  priest 
Chryses,  wishing  to  ransom  his  daughter.  Much  gold  he  brought 
a  kil'ez  kri'sa  kri  se'is  kri'sez 
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with  him,  and  he  had  on  his  head  the  priest’s  crown,  that  men 
might  reverence  him  the  more.  He  went  to  all  the  chiefs,  ma¬ 
king  his  prayer  that  they  would  take  the  gold  and  give  him  back 
his  daughter.  And  they  all  spake  him  fair,  and  would  have 
done  what  he  wished,  only  Agamemnon  would  not  have  it  so. 

“Get  thee  out,  graybeard !”  he  cried  in  great  wrath.  “Let  me 
find  thee  lingering  now  by  the  ships,  neither  coming  hither  again, 
or  it  shall  be  the  worse  for  thee,  for  all  thy  priesthood.  And  as 
for  thy  daughter,  I  shall  carry  her  away  to  Argos,  wThen  I  shall 
have  taken  this  city  of  Troy.” 

Then  the  old  man  went  out  hastily  in  great  fear  and  trouble. 
And  he  walked  in  his  sorrow  by  the  shore  of  the  sounding  sea, 
and  prayed  to  his  god  Apollo. 

“Hear  me,  god  of  the  silver  bow.  If  I  have  built  thee  a 
temple,  and  offered  thee  the  fat  of  many  bullocks  and  rams,  hear 
me,  and  avenge  me  on  these  Greeks !” 

And  Apollo  heard  him.  Wroth  he  was  that  men  had  so  dis¬ 
honored  his  priest,  and  he  came  down  from  the  top  of  Olympus, 
where  he  dwelt.  Dreadful  was  the  rattle  of  his  arrows  as  he 
went,  and  his  presence  was  as  the  night  coming  over  the  sky. 
Then  he  shot  the  arrows  of  death,  first  on  the  dogs  and  the  mules, 
and  then  on  the  men;  and  soon  all  along  the  shore  rolled  the 
black  smoke  from  the  piles  of  wood  on  which  they  burnt  the 
bodies  of  the  dead. 

On  the  tenth  day  Achilles,  who  was  the  bravest  and  strongest 
of  all  the  Greeks,  called  the  people  to  an  assembly.  When  they 
were  gathered  together  he  stood  up  among  them  and  spake  to 
Agamemnon. 

“Surely  it  were  better  to  return  home  than  that  we  should 
all  perish  here  by  the  plague.  But  come,  let  us  ask  some 
prophet,  or  priest,  or  dreamer  of  dreams,  why  it  is  that  Apollo 
is  so  wroth  with  us.” 

Then  stood  up  Calchas,  best  of  seers,  who  knew  what  had 
been,  and  what  was,  and  what  was  to  come,  and  spake. 

“Achilles,  thou  biddest  me  tell  the  people  why  Apollo  is 
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wroth  with  them.  Lo !  I  tell  thee,  but  thou  must  first  swear  to 
stand  by  me,  for  I  know  that  what  I  shall  say  will  anger  King 
Agamemnon,  and  it  goes  ill  with  common  men  when  kings  are 
angry.” 

“Speak  out,  thou  wise  man !”  cried  Achilles ;  “for  I  swear 
by  Apollo  that  while  I  live  no  one  shall  lay  hands  on  thee,  no, 
not  Agamemnon’s  self,  though  he  be  sovereign  lord  of  the 
Greeks.” 

Then  the  prophet  took  heart  and  spake.  “It  is  on  behalf  of 
his  priest  that  Apollo  is  wroth,  for  he  came  to  ransom  his  daugh¬ 
ter,  but  Agamemnon  would  not  let  the  maiden  go.  Now,  then, 
ye  must  send  her  back  to  Chrysa  without  ransom,  and  with  her  a 
hundred  beasts  for  sacrifice,  so  that  the  plague  may  be  stayed.” 

Then  Agamemnon  stood  up  in  a  fury,  his  eyes  blazing  like 

fire. 

“Never,”  he  cried,  “hast  thou  spoken  good  concerning  me,  ill 
prophet  that  thou  art,  and  now  thou  tellest  me  to  give  up  this 
maiden !  I  will  do  it,  for  I  would  not  that  the  people  should 
perish.  Only  take  care,  ye  Greeks,  that  there  be  a  share  of  the 
spoil  for  me,  for  it  would  ill  beseem  the  lord  of  all  the  host  that 
he  alone  should  be  without  his  share.” 

“Nay,  my  lord  Agamemnon,”  cried  Achilles,  “thou  art  too 
eager  for  gain.  We  have  no  treasures  out  of  which  we  may  make 
up  thy  loss,  for  what  we  got  out  of  the  towns  we  have  either  sold 
or  divided;  nor  would  it  be  fitting  that  the  people  should  give 
back  what  has  been  given  to  them.  Give  up  the  maiden,  then, 
without  conditions,  and  when  we  shall  have  taken  this  city  of 
Troy  we  will  repay  thee  three  and  four  fold.” 

“Nay,  great  Achilles,”  said  Agamemnon,  “thou  shalt  not 
cheat  me  thus.  IT  the  Greeks  will  give  me  such  a  share  as  I 
should  have,  well  and  good.  But  if  not,  I  will  take  one  for  my¬ 
self,  whether  it  be  from  thee,  or  from  Ajax,  or  from  Ulysses;  for 
my  share  I  will  have.  But  of  this  hereafter.  Now  let  us  see 
that  this  maiden  be  sent  back.  Let  them  get  ready  a  ship,  and 
put  her  therein,  and  with  her  a  hundred  victims,  and  let  some 
a'jax 
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chief  go  with  the  ship,  and  see  that  all  things  be  rightly  done.'5 

Then  cried  Achilles,  and  his  face  was  black  as  a  thunder¬ 
storm,  “Surely  thou  art  altogether  shameless  and  greedy,  and 
in  truth,  an  ill  ruler  of  men.  No  quarrel  have  I  with  the  Trojans. 
They  never  harried  oxen  or  sheep  of  mine.  But  I  have  been 
fighting  in  thy  cause,  and  that  of  thy  brother  Menelaus.  Naught 
carest  thou  for  that.  Thou  leavest  me  to  fight,  and  sittest  in 
thy  tent  at  ease.  But  when  the  spoil  is  divided,  thine  is  always 
the  lion’s  share.  Small  indeed  is  my  part — ‘a  little  thing,  but 
dear.’  And  this,  forsooth,  thou  wilt  take  away!  Now  am  I  re¬ 
solved  to  go  home.  Small  booty  wilt  thou  get  then,  methinks !” 

And  King  Agamemnon  answered,  “Go  and  thy  Myrmidons 
with  thee !  I  have  other  chieftains  as  good  as  thou  art,  and 
ready,  as  thou  art  not,  to  pay  me  due  respect.  I  hate  thee,  with 
thy  savage,  bloodthirsty  ways.  And  as  for  the  matter  of  the 
spoil,  know  that  I  will  take  thy  share,  the  girl  Briseis,  and  fetch 
her  myself,  if  need  be,  that  all  may  know  that  I  am  sovereign 
lord  here  in  the  hosts  of  the  Greeks.” 

Then  Achilles  was  mad  with  anger,  and  he  thought  in  his 
heart,  “Shall  I  arise  and  slay  this  caitiff,  or  shall  I  keep  down 
the  wrath  in  my  breast?”  And  as  he  thought  he  laid  his  hand 
on  his  sword-hilt,  and  had  half  drawn  his  sword  from  the  scab¬ 
bard,  when  lo !  the  goddess  Athene  stood  behind  him — for  Here, 
who  loved  these  chieftains,  had  sent  her — and  caught  him  by 
the  long  locks  of  his  yellow  hair.  But  Achilles  marvelled 
much  to  feel  the  mighty  grasp,  and  turned,  and  looked,  and  knew 
the  goddess,  but  no  one  else  in  the  assembly  might  see  her.  Then 
his  eyes  flashed  with  fire,  and  he  cried,  “Art  thou  come,  child  of 
Zeus,  to  see  the  insolence  of  Agamemnon?  Of  a  truth,  I  think 
that  he  will  perish  for  his  folly.” 

But  Athene  said,  “Nay,  but  I  am  come  to  stay  thy  wrath. 
Use  bitter  words,  if  thou  wilt,  but  put  up  thy  sword  in  its  sheath, 
and  strike  him  not.  Of  a  truth,  I  tell  thee  that  for  this  insolence 
of  today  he  will  bring  thee  hereafter  splendid  gifts,  threefold  and 
fourfold  for  all  that  he  may  take  away.” 
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Then  Achilles  answered,  “I  shall  abide  by  thy  command,  for 
it  is  ever  better  for  a  man  to  obey  the  immortal  gods.”  As  he 
spake  he  laid  his  heavy  hand  upon  the  hilt,  and  thrust  back  the 
sword  into  the  scabbard,  and  Athene  went  her  way  to  Olympus. 

Then  he  turned  him  to  King  Agamemnon,  and  spake  again. 
"Drunkard,  with  the  eyes  of  a  dog  and  the  heart  of  a  deer !  never 
fighting  in  the  front  of  the  battle,  nor  daring  to  lie  in  the  am¬ 
bush  !  *Tis  a  puny  race  thou  rulest,  or  this  had  been  thy  last 
wrong.  And  as  for  me,  here  is  this  scepter :  once  it  was  the 
branch  of  a  tree,  but  a  cunning  craftsman  bound  it  with  bronze 
to  be  the  sign  of  the  lordship  which  Zeus  gives  to  kings;  as 
surely  as  it  shall  never  again  have  bark  or  leaves  or  shoot,  so 
surely  shall  the  Greeks  one  day  miss  Achilles,  when  they  fall  in 
heaps  before  the  dreadful  Hector,  and  thou  shalt  eat  thy  heart  to 
think  that  thou  hast  wronged  the  bravest  of  thy  host.” 

And  as  he  spake  he  dashed  his  scepter  on  the  ground  and 
sat  down.  And  on  the  other  side  Agamemnon  sat  in  furious 
anger.  Then  Nestor  rose,  an  old  man  of  a  hundred  years  and 
more,  and  counseled  peace.  Let  them  listen,  he  said,  to  his  coun¬ 
sel.  Great  chiefs  in  the  old  days,  with  whom  no  man  now  alive 
would  dare  to  fight,  had  listened.  Let  not  Agamemnon  take 
away  from  the  bravest  of  the  Greeks  the  prize  of  war;  let  not 
Achilles,  though  he  was  mightier  in  battle  than  all  other  men, 
contend  with  Agamemnon,  who  was  sovereign  lord  of  all  the 
hosts  of  Greece.  But  he  spake  in  vain.  For  Agamemnon  an¬ 
swered — 

“Nestor,  thou  speakest  well,  and  peace  is  good.  But  this  fellow 
would  lord  it  over  all,  and  he  must  be  taught  that  there  is  one 
here,  at  least,  who  is  better  than  he.” 

And  Achilles  said,  “I  were  a  slave  and  a  coward  if  I  owned 
thee  as  my  lord.  Not  so :  play  the  master  over  others,  but  think 
not  to  master  me.  As  for  the  prize  which  the  Greeks  gave  me, 
let  them  do  as  they  will.  They  gave  it;  let  them  take  it  away. 
But  if  thou  clarest  to  touch  aught  that  is  mine  own,  that  hour  thy 
life-blood  shall  redden  on  my  spear.” 
nes'tor 
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Then  the  assembly  was  dismissed.  Chryseis  was  sent  to  her 
home  with  due  offerings  to  the  god,  the  wise  Ulysses  going  with 
her.  And  all  the  people  purified  themselves,  and  the  plague  was 
stayed. 

5  But  King  Agamemnon  would  not  go  back  from  his  purpose. 
So  he  called  to  him  two  heralds,  and  said, 

“Heralds,  go  to  the  tents  of  Achilles  and  fetch  the  maiden 
Briseis.  But  if  he  will  not  let  her  go,  say  that  I  will  come  my¬ 
self  with  many  others  to  fetch  her;  so  will  it  be  the  worse  for 
10  him.” 

Sorely  against  their  will  the  heralds  went.  Along  the  seashore 
they  walked,  till  they  came  to  where,  amidst  the  Myrmidons, 
were  the  tents  of  x4c-hilles.  There  they  found  him  sitting,  but 
stood  silent  in  awe  and  fear.  But  Achilles  spied  them,  and  cried 
15  aloud,  “Come  near,  ye  heralds,  messengers  of  gods  and  men.  ‘Tis 
no  fault  of  yours  that  ye  are  come  on  such  an  errand.” 

Then  he  turned  to  Patroclus — now  Patroclus  was  his  dearest 
friend — and  said,  “Bring  the  maiden  from  her  tent,  and  let  the 
heralds  lead  her  away.  But  let  them  be  witnesses,  before  gods 
20  and  men,  and  before  this  evil-minded  king,  against  the  day  when 
he  shall  have  sore  need  of  me  to  save  his  host  from  destruction. 
Fool  that  he  is,  who  thinks  not  of  the  past  nor  of  the  future,  that 
his  people  may  be  safe  !” 

Then  Patroclus  brought  forth  the  maiden  from  her  tent  and 
25  gave  her  to  the  heralds.  And  they  led  her  away,  but  it  was  sorely 
against  her  will  that  she  went.  But  Achilles  went  apart  from 
his  comrades  and  sat  upon  the  seashore,  falling  into  a  great  pas¬ 
sion  of  tears,  and  stretching  out  his  hands  with  loud  prayer  to  his 
mother,  who  indeed  was  a  goddess  of  the  sea.  Thetis  by  name. 
30  She  heard  him  where  she  sat  in  the  depths  by  her  father,  the  old 
god  of  the  sea,  and  rose — you  would  have  thought  it  a  mist  rising 
— from  the  waves,  and  came  to  where  he  sat  weeping,  and  stroked 
him  with  her  hand,  and  called  him  by  his  name. 

“What  ails  thee,  my  son?”  she  said, 
pa  tro'klus 
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Then  he  told  her  the  story  of  his  wrong,  and  when  he  had 
ended  he  said — 

“Go,  I  pray  thee,  to  the  top  of  Olympus,  to  the  palace  of  Zeus. 
Often  have  I  heard  thee  boast  how,  long  ago,  thou  didst  help  him 
5  when  the  other  gods  would  have  bound  him.  Go  now  and  call 
these  things  to  his  mind,  and  pray  him  that  he  help  the  sons  of 
Troy  and  give  them  victory  in  the  battle,  so  that  the  Greeks,  as 
they  flee  before  them,  may  have  joy  of  this  king  of  theirs,  who 
has  done  such  wrong  to  the  bravest  of  his  host/5 
10  And  his  mother  answered  him,  “Surely  thine  is  an  evil  lot, 
my  son  !  Thy  life  is  short,  and  it  should  of  right  be  without  tears 
and  full  of  joy;  but  now  it  seems  to  me  to  be  both  short  and  sad. 
But  I  will  go  as  thou  sayest  to  Olympus,  to  the  palace  of  Zeus, 
but  not  now,  for  he  has  gone,  and  the  other  gods  with  him,  to  a 
15  twelve  days’  feast  with  the  pious  Ethiopians.  But  when  he  comes 
back  I  will  entreat  and  persuade  him.  And  do  thou  sit  still,  nor 
go  forth  to  battle.” 

When  the  twelve  days  wrere  past,  Thetis  -went  to  the  top  of 
Olympus,  to  the  palace  of  Zeus,  and  made  her  prayer  to  him. 
20  He  was  loath  to  grant  it,  for  he  knew  that  it  would  anger  his 
wife,  Here,  who  loved  the  Greeks  and  hated  the  sons  of  Troy. 
Yet  he  could  not  refuse  her,  but  promised  that  it  should  be  as  she 
wished.  And  to  make  his  word  the  surer,  he  nodded  his  awful 
head,  and  with  the  nod  all  Olympus  was  shaken. 

25  That  night  Zeus  took  counsel  with  himself  how  he  might  best 
work  his  will.  And  he  called  to  him  a  dream,  and  said,  “Dream, 
go  to  the  tent  of  Agamemnon,  and  tell  him  to  set  his  army  in 
array  against  Troy,  for  that  the  gods  are  now  of  one  mind,  and 
the  day  of  doom  is  come  for  the  city,  so  that  he  shall  take  it,  and 
30  gain  eternal  glory  for  himself.” 

So  the  dream  went  to  the  tent  of  Agamemnon,  and  it  took 
the  shape  of  Nestor,  the  old  chief  whom  the  king  honored  more 
than  all  beside. 

Then  Nestor  spake:  “Sleepest  thou,  Agamemnon?  It  is  not 
for  kings  to  sleep  all  through  the  night,  for  they  must  take 
e  thi  5'pi  anz 


35 


137 


The  Story  of  Achilles 

thought  for  many,  and  have  many  cares.  Listen  now  to  the 
words  of  Zeus :  ‘Set  the  battle  in  array  against  Troy,  for  the 
gods  are  now  of  one  mind,  and  the  day  of  doom  is  come  for  the 
city,  and  thou  shalt  take  it,  and  gain  eternal  glory  for  thyself/  ” 
5  And  Agamemnon  believed  the  dream,  ahd  kiiew  not  the  pur¬ 
pose  of  Zeus  in  bidding  him  go  forth  to  battle,-  how  that  the* 
Trojans  should  win  the  day,  and  great  shame  should  6ome  to» 
himself,  but  great  honor  to  Achilles,  when  all  the  Greeks  should 
pray  him  to  deliver  them  from  death.  So  he  rose  from  his  bed 
10  and  donned  his  tunic,  and  over  it  a  great  cloak,  and  fastened 
the  sandals  on  his  feet,  and  hung  from  his  shoulders  his  mighty 
silver-studded  sword,  and  took  in  his  right  hand  the  great  scepter 
of  his  house,  which  wras  the  token  of  his  sovereignty  over  all  the 
Greeks.  Then  he  went  forth,  and  first  took  counsel  with  the 
15  chiefs,  and  afterwards  called  the  people  to  the  assembly.  And 
after  the  assembly  the  shrill-voiced  heralds  called  the  host  to  the 
battle.  As  is  the  flare  of  a  great  fire  wdien  a  wood  is  burning  on 
a  hill-top,  so  wras  the  flash  of  their  arms  and  their  armor  as  they 
thronged  to  the  field.  And  as  the  countless  flocks  of  wild  geese 
20  or  cranes  or  swans  now  wheel  and  now  settle  in  the  great  Asian 
fen  by  the  stream  of  Cayster,  or  as  the  bees  swarm  in  the  spring, 
when  the  milk-pails  are  full,  so  thick  the  Greeks  thronged  to  the 
battle  in  the  great  plain  by  the  banks  of  the  Scamander.  Many 
nations  were  there,  and  many  chiefs.  But  the  most  famous 
25  among  them  were  these :  Agamemnon,  King  of  Myceme,  and  his 
brother,  the  yellow-haired  Menelaus,  King  of  Sparta,  and  hus¬ 
band  of  the  beautiful  Helen;  Ajax  Oileus,  or,  as  men  called  him, 
the  lesser  Ajax,  swiftest  of  foot  among  the  Greeks  after  the  great 
Achilles;  Ajax  Telamon,  from  Salamis;  Diomed,  son  of  Tydeus, 
30  King  of  Argos;  Nestor,  King  of  Pylos,  oldest  and  wisest  among 
the  Greeks ;  Ulysses,  King  of  Ithaca,  than  whom  there  was  no  one 
more  crafty  in  counsel.  All  these  were  there  that  day  and  many 
more;  and  the  bravest  and  strongest  of  all  was  Ajax,  son  of 
Telamon;  but  there  was  none  that  could  compare  with  Achilles 

ka  is'ter  ska  man'der  mi  se'ne  o  i'lus  tel'a  mon  sal'a  mis 
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and  the  horses  of  Achilles,  bravest  man  and  swiftest  steeds.  Only 
Achilles  sat  apart,  and  would  not  go  to  the  battle. 

And  on  the  other  side  the  sons  of  Troy  and  their  allies  came 
forth  from  the  gates  of  the  city  and  set  themselves  in  array. 

5  The  most  famous  of  their  chiefs  were  these :  Hector,  son  of  King 
Priam,  bravest  and  best  of  all;  iEneas,  son  of  Anchises  and  the 
goddess  Aphrodite;  and  Sarpedon  from  Lycia,  whom  men  af¬ 
firmed  to  be  the  son  of  Zeus  himself,  and  with  him  Glaucus. 

So  the  battle  was  set  in  array,  and  the  two  hosts  stood  over 
10  against  each  other. 

They  were  now  about  to  fight,  when  from  the  ranks  of  the 
Trojans  Paris  rushed  forth.  He  had  a  panther’s  skin  over  his 
shoulders,  and  a  bow  and  sword,  and  in  either  hand  a  spear,  and 
he  called  aloud  to  the  Greeks  that  they  should  send  forth  their 
15  bravest  to  fight  with  him.  But  when  Menelaus  saw  him  he  was 
glad,  for  he  said  that  now  he  should  avenge  himself  on  the  man 
who  had  done  him  such  wrong.  He  leapt  from  his  chariot  and 
rushed  to  meet  his  enemy;  but  Paris,  having  done  evil,  and 
being  therefore  a  coward  in  his  heart,  was  afraid  when  he  saw 
20  Menelaus,  and  fled  back  into  the  ranks  of  his  comrades.  But 
Hector  saw  him  and  rebuked  him.  “Fair  art  thou  to  look  upon, 
Paris,  but  nothing  worth.  Surely  the  Greeks  will  scorn  us  if 
they  think  that  thou  art  our  bravest  warrior,  because  thou  art  of 
stately  presence.  But  thou  art  a  coward;  and  yet  thou  darest 
25  to  go  across  the  sea  and  carry  off  the  fair  Helen.  Why  dost  thou 
not  stand  and  abide  the  onset  of  her  husband,  and  see  what 
manner  of  man  he  is?  Little,  I  ween,  would  thy  harp  and  thy 
long  locks  and  thy  fair  face  avail  when  thou  wert  lying  in  the 
dust !” 

30  Then  Paris  answered,  “Thou  speakest  well.  Hector,  and  thv 
rebuke  is  just!  As  for  thee,  thy  heart  is  like  iron,  ever  set  on 
battle ;  yet  are  beauty  and  love  also  the  gifts  of  the  gods,  and  not 
to  be  despised.  But  new  set  Menelaus  and  me  in  the  midst,  and 
let  us  fight,  man  to  man,  for  the  fair  Helen  and  for  all  her 
35  possessions.  And  if  he  prevail  over  me,  let  him  take  her  and 
e  ne'as  an  kl'sez  sar  pe'don  lis'i  a  glaw'ku.s 
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them  and  depart,  and  the  Greeks  with  him,  but  ye  shall  dwell 
in  peace  ;  but  if  I  prevail  they  shall  depart  without  her/’ 

So  they  sent  a  herald  to  King  Priam,  but  he  sat  on  the  wall 
with  the  old  men.  And  as  they  talked  the  fair  Helen  came 
near,  and  they  said,  “What  wonder  that  men  should  suffer  much 
for  such  a  woman,  for  indeed  she  is  divinely  fair !  Yet  let  her 
depart  in  the  ships,  nor  biing  a  curse  onus  and  our  children.” 

But  Priam  called  to  her,  “Come  near,  my  daughter;  tell 
me  about  these  old  friends  of  thine.  For  ’tis  not  thou,  ’tis  the 
gods  who  have  brought  about  all  this  trouble.  But  tell  me,  who 
is  this  warrior  that  I  see,  so  fair  and  strong?  There  are  others 
even  a  head  taller  than  he,  but  none  of  such  majesty.” 

And  Helen  answered,  “Ah,  my  father !  would  that  I  had  died 
before  I  left  my  husband  and  child  to  follow  thv  son.  But  as 
for  this  warrior,  he  is  Agamemnon,  a  good  king  and  brave  sol¬ 
dier  and  my  brother-in-law  in  the  old  days.” 

“Happy  Agamemnon,”  said  Priam,  “to  rule  over  so  many ! 
Never  saw  I  such  an  army  gathered  together !  But  who  is  this 
that  I  see,  not  so  tall  as  Agamemnon,  but  of  broader  shoulders  ? 
His  arms  lie  upon  the  ground,  and  he  is  walking  through  the 
ranks  of  his  men  just  as  some  great  ram  walks  through  a  flock 
of  sheep.” 

“This,”  said  Helen,  “is  Ulysses  of  Ithaca,  who  is  better  in 
craft  and  counsel  than  all  other  men.” 

“  ’Tis  well  spoken,  lady,”  said  Antenor.  “Well  I  remem¬ 
ber  Ulysses  when  he  came  hither  on  an  embassy  about  thee  with 
the  brave  Menelaus.  My  guests  they  were,  and  I  knew  them 
well.  And  I  remember  how,  in  the  assembly  of  the  Trojans, 
when  both  were  standing,  Menelaus  was  the  taller,  but  when 
they  sat,  Ulysses  was  the  more  majestic  to  behold.  And  when 
they  rose  to  speak,  Menelaus  said  few  words,  but  said  them 
wisely  and  well :  and  Ulysses — you  had  thought  him  a  fool,  so 
stiffly  he  held  his  scepter  and  so  downcast  were  his  eyes;  but  as 
soon  as  he  began,  oh !  the  mighty  voice,  and  the  words  thick  as 
the  falling  snow !” 
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So  they  spake,  and  when  they  had  ended  talking,  the  herald 
came  and  told  King  Priam  how  that  the  armies  called  for  him. 
So  he  went,  and  Antenor  with  him.  And  he  on  the  one  side,  for 
the  Trojans,  and  King  Agamemnon  for  the  Greeks,  made  a 
covenant  with  sacrifice  that  Paris  and  Menelaus  should  fight 
together,  and  that  the  fair  Helen,  with  all  her  treasures,  should 
go  with  him  who  should  prevail.  And  afterwards  Hector  and 
Ulysses  marked  out  a  space  for  the  fight,  and  Hector  took  two 
pebbles  in  a  helmet,  looking  away  as  he  shook  them,  that  he 
whose  pebble  leapt  forth  the  first  should  be  the  first  to  throw  his 
spear.  And  it  so  befell  that  the  lot  of  Paris  leapt  forth  first. 

Then  the  two  warriors  armed  themselves  and  came  forth  into 
the  space,  and  stood  over  against  each  other,  brandishing  their 
spears,  with  hate  in  their  eyes.  Then  Paris  threw  his  spear.  It 
struck  the  shield  of  Menelaus,  but  pierced  it  not,  for  the  spear 
point  was  bent  back.  Then  Menelaus  prayed  to  Zeus,  “Grant, 
father  Zeus,  that  I  may  avenge  myself  on  Paris,  who  has  done 
me  this  wrong;  so  shall  men  in  after  time  fear  to  do  wrong  to 
their  host/’  So  speaking,  he  cast  his  long-shafted  spear ;  but  Paris 
shrank  aside,  and  the  spear  wounded  him  not.  Then  he  rushed 
forward  and  seized  Paris  by  the  helmet,  and  dragged  him  to¬ 
ward  the  host  of  the  Greeks.  And  truly  he  had  taken  him,  but 
Aphrodite  loosed  the  strap  that  was  beneath  the  chin,  and  the 
helmet  came  off  in  his  hand.  And  Menelaus  whirled  it  among 
the  Greeks  and  charged  with  another  spear  in  his  hand.  But 
Aphrodite  snatched  Paris  away,  covering  him  with  a  mist,  and 
put  him  down  in  his  chamber  in  Troy.  Then  Menelaus  looked 
for  him  everywhere,  but  no  one  could  tell  him  where  he  might 
be.  Xo  son  of  Troy  would  have  hidden  him  out  of  kindness, 
for  all  hated  him  as  death. 

Then  King  Agamemnon  said,  “Xow,  ye  sons  of  Troy,  it  is  for 
you  to  give  back  the  fair  Helen  and  her  wealth,  and  to  pay  me 
besides  so  much  as  may  be  fitting  for  all  my  cost  and  trouble.” 

But  it  was  not  the  will  of  the  gods  that  the  sons  of  Troy 
should  do  fhis  thing,  but  rather  that  their  city  should  perish. 
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'Then  King  Agamemnon  went  throughout  the  host,  and  if  he 
saw  any  one  stirring  himself  to  get  ready  for  battle  he  praised 
him  and  gave  him  good  encouragement;  hut  whomsoever  he 
saw  halting  and  lingering  and  slothful,  him  he  blamed  and 
rebuked  whether  he  were  common  man  or  chief. 

And  the  Greeks  went  forward  to  the  battle,  as  the  waves 
that  curl  themselves  and  then  dash  upon  the  shore,  throwing 
high  the  foam.  In  order  they  went  after  their  chiefs;  you  had 
thought  them  dumb,  so  silent  were  they.  But  the  Trojans  were 
like  a  flock  of  ewes  which  wait  to  be  milked,  and  bleat  hearing 
the  voice  of  their  lambs,  so  confused  a  cry  went  out  from  their 
army,  for  there  were  men  of  many  tongues  gathered  together. 
And  on  either  side  the  gods  urged  them  on,  but  chiefly  Athene 
the  Greeks  and  Ares  the  sons  of  Troy.  Then,  as  two  streams  in 
flood  meet  in  some  chasm,  so  the  armies  dashed  together,  shield 
on  shield  and  spear  on  spear. 

Hector  with  Ares  at  his  side  dealt  death  and  destruction 
through  the  ranks  of  the  Greeks.  Here  and  Athene  saw  him 
where  they  sat  on  the  top  of  Olympus  and  were  wroth.  They 
passed  down  to  earth  and  brought  victory  to  the  Greeks.  At 
last  Helenus,  the  wise  seer,  urged  Hector  to  go  to  the  city  and 
bid  the  mothers  of  Troy  assemble  in  the  temple  of  Athene  to  see 
if  perchance  her  wrath  might  not  be  stayed. 

Hector  came  into  the  city  by  the  Scsean  gates,  and  as  he 
went  wives  and  mothers  crowded  about  him,  asking  how  it  had 
fared  with  their  husbands  and  sons.  But  he  said  naught,  save 
to  bid  them  pray;  and  indeed  there  was  sore  news  for  many,  if 
he  had  told  that  which  he  knew.  Then  he  came  to  the  palace 
of  King  Priam,  and  there  he  saw  Hecuba,  his  mother.  She 
caught  him  by  the  hand  and  said — 

“Why  hast  thou  come  from  the  battle,  my  son?  Do  the 
Greeks  press  thee  hard,  and  art  thou  minded  to  pray  to  Father 
Zeus  from  the  citadel?  Let  me  bring  thee  honey-sweet  wine, 
that  thou  mayest  pour  out  before  him,  aye,  and  that  thou  mayest 
drink  thyself,  and  gladden  thy  heart.” 
a'rez  hel'enus  se'an  hek'u  ba 
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But  Hector  said,  “Give  me  not  wine,  1113*  mother,  lest  thou 
weaken  my  knees  and  make  me  forget  my  courage.  Xor  must 
I  pour  out  an  offering  with  Zeus  thus,  with  unwashed  hands. 
But  do  thou  gather  the  mothers  of  Troy  together,  and  go  to  the 
5  temple  of  Athene,  and  take  a  robe,  the  one  that  is  the  most 
precious  and  beautiful  in  thy  stores,  and  lay  it  on  the  knees  of 
the  goddess,  and  pray  her  to  keep  the  Greeks  from  the  walls  of 
Troy;  and  forget  not  to  vow  therewith  twelve  heifers  as  a  sacri¬ 
fice.” 

10  So  Queen  Hecuba  and  the  mothers  of  Tro}r  did  as  Hector 
had  bidden  them.  But  when  they  laid  the  robe  on  the  knees  of 
the  goddess,  she  would  not  hear  them. 

Meanwhile  Hector  departed  and  went  to  his  own  home  seek¬ 
ing  his  wife  Andromache,  but  found  her  not,  for  she  was  on  a 
15  tower  of  the  wall  with  her  child  and  her  child’s  nurse,  weeping 
sore  for  fear. 

So  Hector  ran  through  the  city  to  the  Scaean  gates,  and  there 
Andromache  spied  him,  and  hastened  to  meet  him.  And  with 
her  was  the  nurse,  bearing  the  }Toung  child  on  her  bosom — Hec- 
20  tor’s  only  child,  beautiful,  headed  as  a  star.  Silentl}r  he  smiled 
when  he  saw  the  child,  but  Andromache  clasped  his  hand  and 
wept,  and  said— 

“0  Hector,  tlry  courage  will  bring  thee  to  death.  Thou 
hast  no  pit}r  on  thy  wife  and  child,  but  sparest  not  th)rself,  and 
25  all  the  Greeks  will  rush  on  thee  and  slay  thee.  It  were  better 
for  me,  losing  thee,  to  die;  for  I  have  no  comfort  but  thee.  My 
father  is  dead,  for  Achilles  slew  him — slew  him  but  spoiled  him 
not,  so  much  he  reverenced  him.  With  his  arms  he  burnt  him, 
and  the  mountain-njunphs  planted  poplars  about  his  grave. 
30  Seven  brethren  I  had,  and  lo !  they  all  fell  in  one  day  by  the 
hand  of  the  great  Achilles.  And  my  mother,  she  is  dead.  But 
thou  art  father  to  me,  and  mother  and  brother  and  husband 
also.  Have  pity,  then,  and  stay  here  upon  the  wall,  lest  thou 
leave  me  a  widow  and  thy  child  an  orphan.  And  set  the  people 
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here  in  array  by  this  fig-tree,  where  the  city  is  easiest  to  be 
taken.” 

But  Hector  said,  “Nay,  let  these  things  be  my  care.  I 
would  not  that  any  son  or  daughter  of  Troy  should  see  me  sulk¬ 
ing  from  the  war.  And  my  own  heart  loathes  the  thought,  and 
bids  me  fight  in  the  front.  Well  I  know,  indeed,  that  Priam 
and  the  people  of  Priam,  and  holy  Troy,  will  perish.  Yet  it  is 
not  for  Troy,  or  for  the  people,  or  even  for  my  father  or  my 
mother  that  I  care  so  much,  as  for  thee  in  the  day  when  some 
Greek  shall  carry  thee  away  captive,  and  thou  shalt  ply  the  loom 
or  carry  the  pitcher  in  the  land  of  Greece.  And  some  one  shall 
say  when  he  sees  thee,  ‘This  was  Hector’s  wife,  who  was  the 
bravest  of  the  sons  of  Troy/  May  the  earth  cover  me  before 
that  day!” 

Then  Hector  stretched  out  his  arm  to  his  child.  But  the 
child  drew  back  into  the  bosom  of  his  nurse  with  a  loud  cry, 
fearing  the  shining  bronze  and  the  horse-hair  plume  which 
nodded  awfully  from  his  helmet  top.  Then  father  and  mother 
laughed  aloud.  And  Hector  took  the  helmet  from  his  head  and 
laid  it  on  the  ground,  and  caught  his  child  in  his  hands,  and 
kissed  him  and  dandled  him,  praying  aloud  to  Father  Zeus  and 
all  the  gods — 

“Grant,  Father  Zeus  and  all  ye  gods,  that  this  child  may  be 
as  I  am,  great  among  the  sons  of  Troy;  and  may  they  say  some 
day,  when  they  see  him  carrying  home  the  bloody  spoils  from 
the  war,  ‘A  better  man  than  his  father,  this/  and  his  mother 
shall  be  glad  at  heart.” 

Then  he  gave  the  child  to  his  mother,  and  she  clasped  him 
to  her  breast  and  smiled  a  tearful  smile.  And  her  husband  had 
pity  on  her,  and  stroked  her  with  his  hand,  and  spake — 

“Be  not  troubled  overmuch.  No  man  shall  slay  me  against 
the  ordering  of  fate;  but  as  for  fate,  that,  I  trow,  no  man  may 
escape,  be  he  coward  or  brave.  But  go,  ply  thy  tasks,  the  shuttle 
and  the  loom,  and  give  their  tasks  to  thy  maidens,  and  let  men 
take  thought  for  the  battle.” 
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Then  Hector  took  up  his  helmet  from  the  ground,  and  An¬ 
dromache  went  her  way  to  her  home,  oft  turning  back  her  eyes. 
And  when  she  was  come,  she  and  all  her  maidens  wailed  for  the 
living  Hector  as  though  he  were  dead,  for  she  thought  that  she 
5  should  never  see  him  any  more  returning  safe  from  the  battle. 


CHAPTER  THREE 
THE  DEATH  OF  PATROCLUS 

Now  Achilles  was  standing  on  the  stern  of  his  ship,  looking 
at  the  war,  and  he  saw  Nestor  carrying  a  wounded  soldier  in  his 
chariot  to  the  ships.  Then  he  called  to  Patroclus,  and  Patroclus, 
who  was  in  the  tent,  came  forth;  but  it  was  an  evil  hour  for 
10  him.  Then  said  Achilles — 

“Now  will  the  Greeks  soon  come,  methinks,  praying  for  help, 
for  their  need  is  sore.  But  go  and  see  who  is  this  whom  Nestor 
is  taking  to  the  ships/5 

Then  Patroclus  ran.  And  as  he  stood  in  the  tent  door  old 
15  Nestor  saw  him,  and  went  and  took  him  by  the  hand,  and  would 
have  had  him  sit  down.  Patroclus  would  not,  saying — 

“Stay  me  not.  I  came  but  to  see  who  is  this  that  thou  hast 
brought  wounded  from  the  battle.55 

Then  said  Nestor,  “But  what  cares  Achilles  for  the  Greeks? 
20  or  why  does  he  ask  who  are  wounded?  But,  0  Patroclus,  dost 
thou  mind  the  day  when  I  and  Ulysses  came  to  the  house  of 
Peleus,  and  how  that  thy  father  Menoetius  was  there,  and  how 
we  feasted  in  the  hall;  and  when  the  feast  was  finished  told  our 
errand,  for  we  were  gathering  the  heroes  for  the  war  against  the 
25  sons  of  Troy?  Bight  willing  were  ye  two  to  come,  and  many 
counsels  did  the  old  men  give  you.  Then  to  Achilles  Peleus 
said  that  he  should  always  be  foremost  in  the  host,  but  to  thee 
thy  father  Menoetius  spake,  ‘Achilles  is  nobler  born  than  thou, 
and  stronger  far ;  but  thou  art  older.  Do  thou  therefore  counsel 
me  ne'shius 
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him  well,  when  there  is  need.5  But  this  thou  forgettest, 
Patroclus.  Hear,  then,  what  I  say.  It  may  be  that  Achilles 
will  not  go  forth  to  the  battle.  But  let  him  send  thee  forth, 
and  the  Myrmidons  with  thee,  and  let  him  put  his  arms  upon 
5  thee,  so  that  the  sons  of  Troy  be  affrighted,  thinking  that  he  is 
in  the  battle,  and  we  shall  have  breathing  space.” 

Then  Patroclus  turned  to  run  to  Achilles,  but  as  he  ran  he 
met  Eurypylus,  who  spake  to  him — 

“Small  hope  is  there  now  for  the  Greeks  seeing  that  all  their 
10  bravest  chiefs  lie  wounded  at  the  ships.  But  do  thou  help  me, 
for  thou  knowest  all  the  secrets  of  healing,  seeing  that  the  wise 
Chiron  himself  taught  thee.” 

Then  Patroclus  answered,  “I  am  even  now  on  my  way  to  tell 
these  things  to  Achilles,  but  thee  I  may  not  leave  in  thy  trouble.” 
15  So  he  took  him  to  his  tent,  and  cut  out  the  arrow  from  his 
thigh,  washing  the  wound  with  water,  and  putting  on  it  a  bitter 
healing  root,  so  that  the  pain  was  stayed  and  the  blood  stanched. 

And  all  the  bravest  gathered  together  and  stood  in  the  front, 
but  the  multitude  made  for  the  ships.  But  Hector  came  on. 
20  and  Apollo  before  him,  with  his  shoulders  wrapped  in  cloud  and 
the  aegis  shield  in  his  hand,  and  many  of  the  Greeks  fell  slain 
before  the  sons  of  Troy. 

Meanwhile  Patroclus  sat  in  the  tent  of  Eurypylus,  dressing 
his  wound  and  talking  with  him.  But  when  he  saw  what  had 
25  chanced,  he  struck  his  thigh  with  his  hand  and  cried — 

“Now  must  I  leave  thee,  Eurypylus,  for  I  must  haste  to 
Achilles,  so  dreadful  is  now  the  battle.  Perchance  I  may  per¬ 
suade  him  that  he  go  forth  to  the  fight.” 

So  he  ran  to  the  tent  of  Achilles  and  stood  by  him,  weeping 
30  bitterly.  Then  said  Achilles,  “What  ails  thee,  Patroclus,  that 
thou  wreepest  like  a  girl-child  that  runs  along  by  her  mother’s 
side  and  would  be  taken  up,  holding  her  gown,  and  looking  at  her 
with  tearful  eyes  till  she  lift  her  in  her  arms?  Menoetius  yet 
lives,  they  say,  and  Peleus.  Or  art  thou  weeping  for  the  Greeks, 
35  because  they  perish  for  their  folly?” 

U  rip'!  lus  kl'ron  e'jis 
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Then  said  Patroclus,  “Be  not  wroth  with  me,  great  Achilles, 
for  indeed  the  Greeks  are  in  grievous  straits,  and  all  their  bravest 
are  wounded,  and  still  thou  cherishest  thy  wrath.  Surely  Peleus 
was  not  thy  father,  nor  Thetis  thy  mother;  but  the  rocks  begat 
thee,  and  the  sea  brought  thee  forth.  Or  if  thou  goest  not  to  the 
battle,  fearing  some  warning  from  the  gods,  yet  let  me  go,  and 
thy  Myrmidons  with  me.  And  let  me  put  thy  armor  on  me :  so 
shall  the  Greeks  have  breathing  space  from  the  war/5 

So  he  spake,  entreating,  nor  knew  that  for  his  own  doom  he 
entreated.  And  Achilles  made  reply — 

“It  is  no  warning  that  I  heed,  that  I  keep  back  from  the  w^ar. 
But  these  men  took  from  me  my  prize,  which  I  won  wTith  my  own 
hands.  But  let  the  past  be  past.  I  said  that  I  would  not  rise  up 
till  the  battle  should  come  nigh  to  my  own  ships.  But  thou  may- 
est  put  my  armor  upon  thee,  and  lead  my  Myrmidons  to  the 
fight.  For  in  truth  the  men  of  Troy  are  gathered  as  a  dark 
cloud  about  the  ships,  and  the  Greeks  have  scarce  standing- 
ground  between  them  and  the  sea.  For  they  see  not  the  gleam 
of  my  helmet.  And  Diomed  is  not  there  with  his  spear;  nor  do 
I  hear  the  voice  of  Agamemnon,  but  only  the  voice  of  Hector, 
as  he  calls  the  men  of  Troy  to  the  battle.  Go,  therefore, 
Patroclus,  and  drive  the  fire  from  the  ships.  And  then  come 
thou  back,  nor  fight  any  more  with  the  Trojans,  lest  thou  take 
my  glory  from  me.  And  go  not  near,  in  the  delight  of  battle, 
to  the  walls  of  Troy,  lest  one  of  the  gods  meet  thee  to  thy  hurt; 
and,  of  a  truth,  the  keen  archer  Apollo  loves  them  well/5 

But  as  they  talked  the  one  to  the  other,  Ajax  could  hold  out 
no  longer.  For  swords  and  javelins  came  thick  upon  him,  and 
clattered  on  his  helmet,  and  his  shoulder  was  weary  with  the 
great  shield  which  he  held;  and  he  breathed  heavily  and  hard, 
and  the  great  drops  of  sweat  fell  upon  the  ground.  Then  at 
the  last  Hector  came  near  and  smote  his  spear  with  a  great 
sword,  so  that  the  head  fell  off.  Then  was  Ajax  sore  afraid, 
and  gave  way,  and  the  men  of  Troy  set  torches  to  the  ship's 
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stem,  and  a  great  flame  shot  up  to  the  sky.  And  Achilles  saw 
it,  and  smote  his  thigh  and  spake — 

“Haste  thee,  Patroclus,  for  I  see  the  fire  rising  up  from  the 
ships.  Put  thou  on  the  armor,  and  I  will  call  my  people  to  the 
war.” 

So  Patroclus  put  on  the  armor — corselet  and  shield  and  hel¬ 
met — and  bound  upon  his  shoulder  the  silver-studded  sword, 
and  took  a  mighty  spear  in  his  hand.  But  the  great  Pelian 
spear  he  took  not,  for  that  no  man  but  Achilles  might  wield. 
Then  Automedon  yoked  the  horses  to  the  chariot,  Bayard  and 
Piebald,  and  with  them  in  the  side  harness,  Pedasus;  and  they 
two  were  deathless  steeds,  but  he  was  mortal. 

Meanwhile  Achilles  had  called  the  Myrmidons  to  battle. 
Fifty  ships  had  he  brought  to  Troy,  and  in  each  there  were  fifty 
men.  Five  leaders  they  had,  and  the  bravest  of  the  five  was 
Pisander. 

Then  xAchilles  said,  “Forget  not,  ye  Myrmidons,  the  bold 
words  that  ye  spake  against  the  men  of  Troy  during  the  days 
of  my  wrath,  making  complaint  that  I  kept  you  from  the  battle 
against  your  will.  Now,  therefore,  ye  have  that  which  you  de¬ 
sired.” 

So  the  Myrmidons  went  to  the  battle  in  close  array,  helmet 
to  helmet  and  shield  to  shield,  close  as  the  stones  with  which  a 
builder  builds  a  wall.  And  in  front  went  Patroclus,  and 
Automedon  in  the  chariot  beside  him.  Then  Achilles  went  to 
his  tent  and  took  a  great  cup  from  the  chest  which  Thetis  his 
mother  had  given  him.  Now  no  man  drank  of  that  cup  but  he 
only,  nor  did  he  pour  out  of  it  libations  to  any  of  the  gods  but 
only  to  Zeus.  This  first  he  cleansed  with  sulphur,  and  then  with 
water  from  the  spring.  xAnd  after  this  he  washed  his  hands,  and 
stood  in  the  midst  of  the  space  before  his  tent,  and  poured  out 
of  it  to  Zeus,  saying — 

“0  Zeus,  I  send  my  comrade  to  this  battle ;  make  him  strong 
and  bold,  and  give  him  glory,  and  bring  him  home  safe  to  the 
ships,  and  my  people  with  him.” 

aw  tom'e  don  ba'yard  pi'bald  ped'a  sns  pi  san'der 
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So  he  prayed,  and  Father  Zens  heard  him,  and  part  he 
granted  and  part  denied. 

But  now  Patroclus  with  the  Myrmidons  had  come  to  where 
the  battle  was  raging  and  when  the  men  of  Troy  beheld  him, 
5  they  thought  that  Achilles  had  forgotten  his  wrath,  and  was 
come  forth  to  the  war.  Then  the  men  of  Troy  turned  to  flee, 
and  many  chiefs  of  fame  fell  by  the  spears  of  the  Greeks.  So 
the  battle  rolled  back  to  the  trench,  and  in  the  trench  many 
chariots  of  the  Trojans  were  broken,  but  the  horses  of  Achilles 
10  went  across  it  at  a  stride,  so  nimble  were  they  and  strong.  And 
the  heart  of  Patroclus  was  set  to  slay  Hector;  but  he  could  not 
overtake  him,  so  swift  were  his  horses.  Then  did  Patroclus  turn 
his  chariot  and  keep  back  those  that  fled,  that  they  should  not 
go  to  the  city,  and  rushed  hither  and  thither,  still  slaying  as 
15  he  went. 

But  Sarpedon,  when  he  saw  the  Lycians  dismayed  and  scat¬ 
tered,  called  to  them  that  they  should  be  of  good  courage,  saying 
that  he  would  himself  make  trial  of  this  great  warrior.  So  he 
leapt  down  from  his  chariot,  and  Patroclus  also  leapt  down,  and 
20  they  rushed  at  each  other  as  two  eagles  rush  together.  Then 
first  Patroclus  struck  down  the  comrade  of  Sarpedon ;  and 
Sarpedon,  who  had  a  spear  in  either  hand,  with  the  one  struck 
the  horse  Pedasus,  which  was  of  mortal  breed,  on  the  right 
shoulder,  and  with  the  other  missed  his  aim,  sending  it  over 
25  the  left  shoulder  of  Patroclus.  But  Patroclus  missed  not  his 
aim,  driving  his  spear  into  Sarpedon’s  heart.  Then  fell  the 
great  Lycian  chief,  as  an  oak,  or  a  poplar,  or  a  pine  falls  upon 
the  hills  before  the  axe.  But  he  called  to  Glaucus,  his  com¬ 
panion,  saying — 

30  “Now  must  thou  show  thyself  a  good  warrior,  Glaucus.  First 
call  the  men  of  Lycia  to  fight  for  me,  and  do  thou  fight  thyself, 
for  it  would  be  foul  shame  to  thee,  all  thy  days,  if  the  Greeks 
should  spoil  me  of  my  arms.” 

Then  he  died.  But  Glaucus  was  sore  troubled,  for  he  could 
35  not  help  him,  so  grievous  was  his  own  wound.  Therefore  he 
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prayed  to  Apollo,  and  Apollo  helped  him  and  made  him  whole. 
Then  he  went  first  to  the  Lvcians,  bidding  them  fight  for  their 
king,  and  then  to  the  chiefs  of  the  Trojans,  that  they  should 
save  the  body  of  Sarpedon.  And  to  Hector  he  said — 

“Little  carest  thou  for  thy  allies.  Lo !  Sarpedon  is  dead, 
slain  by  Patroclus.  Suffer  not  the  Myrmidons  to  carry  him  off 
and  do  dishonor  to  his  body.” 

But  Hector  was  troubled  to  hear  such  news,  and  so  were  all 
the  sons  of  Troy,  for  Sarpedon  was  the  bravest  of  the  allies,  and 
led  most  people  to  the  battle.  So  with  a  great  shout  they 
charged  and  drove  the  Greeks  back  a  space  from  the  body;  and 
then  again  the  Greeks  did  the  like.  And  so  the  battle  raged, 
till  no  one  would  have  known  the  great  Sarpedon,  so  covered 
was  he  with  spears  and  blood  and  dust.  But  at  the  last  the 
Greeks  drove  back  the  men  of  Troy  from  the  body,  and  stripped 
the  arms,  but  the  bod}^  itself  they  harmed  not.  For  Apollo  came 
down  at  the  bidding  of  Zeus  and  carried  it  out  of  the  midst  of 
the  battle,  and  washed  it  with  water,  and  anointed  it  with 
ambrosia,  and  wrapped  it  in  garments  of  the  gods.  And  then 
he  gave  it  to  Sleep  and  Death,  and  these  two  carried  it  to  Lycia, 
his  fatherland. 

Then  did  Patroclus  forget  the  word  which  Achilles  had 
spoken  to  him,  that  he  should  not  go  near  to  Troy,  for  he  pursued 
the  men  of  the  city  even  to  the  wall.  Thrice  he  mounted  on  the 
angle  of  the  wall,  and  thrice  Apollo  himself  drove  him  back, 
pushing  his  shining  shield.  But  the  fourth  time  the  god  said, 
“Go  thou  back,  Patroclus.  It  is  not  for  thee  to  take  the  city 
of  Troy;  no,  nor  for  Achilles,  who  is  far  better  than  thou  art.” 

So  Patroclus  went  back,  fearing  the  wrath  of  the  archer-god. 
Then  Apollo  stirred  up  the  spirit  of  Hector,  that  he  should 
go  against  Patroclus.  Therefore  he  went,  with  his  brother  for 
driver  of  his  chariot.  But  when  they  came  near,  Patroclus  cast 
a  great  stone  which  he  had  in  his  hand,  and  smote  the  driver 
on  the  forehead,  crushing  it  in,  so  that  he  fell  headlong  from 
the  chariot.  And  Patroclus  mocked  him,  saying — 
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“How  nimble  is  this  man !  how  lightly  he  dives !  What  spoil 
he  would  take  of  oysters,  diving  from  a  ship,  even  in  a  stormy 
sea !  Who  would  have  thought  that  there  were  such  skilful 
divers  in  Troy !” 

5  Then  again  the  battle  waxed  hot  about  his  body  and  this  too, 
at  the  last,  the  Greeks  drew  unto  themselves,  and  spoiled  it  of 
the  arms.  And  this  being  accomplished,  Patroclus  rushed 
against  the  men  of  Troy.  Thrice  he  rushed,  and  each  time  he 
slew  nine  chiefs  of  fame.  But  the  fourth  time  Apollo  stood 
10  behind  him  and  struck  him  on  the  head  and  shoulders,  so  that 
his  eyes  were  darkened.  And  the  helmet  fell  from  off  his  head, 
so  that  the  horsehair  plumes  were  soiled  with  dust.  Never 
before  had  it  touched  the  ground,  for  it  was  the  helmet  of 
Achilles.  And  also  the  god  brake  the  spear  in  his  hand,  and 
15  struck  the  shield  from  his  arms,  and  loosed  his  corselet.  All 
amazed  he  stood,  and  then  Euphorbus  smote  him  on  the  back 
with  his  spear,  but  slew  him  not.  Then  Patroclus  sought  to 
flee  to  the  ranks  of  his  comrades.  But  Hector  saw  him,  and 
thrust  at  him  with  his  spear,  smiting  him  in  the  groin,  so  that 
20  he  fell.  And  when  the  Greeks  saw  him  fall,  they  sent  up  a 
terrible  cry.  Then  Hector  stood  over  him  and  cried — 

“Didst  thou  think  to  spoil  our  city,  Patroclus,  and  to  carry 
away  our  wives  and  daughters  in  the  ships  ?  But,  lo !  I  have 
slain  thee,  and  the  fowls  of  the  air  shall  eat  thy  flesh ;  nor  shall 
25  the  great  Achilles  help  thee  at  all — Achilles,  who  bade  thee,  I 
trow,  strip  the  tunic  from  my  breast,  and  thou  thoughtest  in 
thy  folly  to  do  it.” 

But  Patroclus  answered,  “Thou  boasteth  much,  Hector.  Yet 
thou  didst  not  slay  me,  but  Apollo,  who  took  from  me  my  arms, 
30  for  had  twenty  such  as  thou  met  me,  I  had  slain  them  all.  And 
mark  thou  this:  death  and  fate  are  close  to  thee  by*the  hand 
of  the  great  Achilles.” 

And  Hector  answered,  but  Patroclus  was  dead  already — 
“Why  dost  thou  prophesy  death  to  me  ?  Maybe  the  great 
35  Achilles  himself  shall  fall  by  my  hand.” 
u  for'bus 
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Then  he  drew  his  spear  from  the  wound,  and  went  after 
Automedon,  to  slay  him,  but  the  swift  horses  of  Achilles  carried 
him  away. 


CHAPTER  FOUR 
THE  ROUSING  OF  ACHILLES 

Fierce  was  the  fight  about  the  body  of  Patroclus,  and  many 
5  heroes  fell,  both  on  this  side  and  on  that,  and  first  of  them  all 
Euphorbus  who,  indeed,  had  wounded  him.  For  as  he  came  near 
to  strip  the  dead  man  of  his  arms,  Menelaus  slew  him  with  his 
spear.  He  slew  him,  but  took  not  his  arms,  for  Hector  came 
through  the  battle;  nor  did  Menelaus  dare  to  abide  his  coming, 
10  hut  went  back  into  the  ranks  of  his  own  people.  Then  did 
Hector  strip  off  the  arms  of  Patroclus,  the  arms  which  the  great 
Achilles  had  given  him  to  wear.  Then  he  laid  hold  of  the  bod}^, 
and  would  have  dragged  it  into  the  host  of  the  Trojans,  but 
Ajax  Telamon  came  forth,  and  put  his  broad  shield  before  it,  as 
15  a  lion  stands  before  its  cubs  when  the  hunters  meet  it  in  the 
woods,  drawing  down  over  its  e}7es  its  shaggy  brows.  Then 
Hector  gave  place,  but  Glaucus  saw  him  and  said — 

“Now  is  this  a  shame  to  thee,  that  thou  darest  not  to  stand 
against  Ajax.  How  wilt  thou  and  thy  countrymen  save  the  city 
20  of  Troy  ?  For  surely  no  more  wilt  thy  allies  fight  for  it.  Small 
profit  have  they  of  thee.  Did  not  Sarpedon  fall,  and  didst  thou 
not  leave  him  to  he  a  prey  to  the  dogs  ?  And  now,  if  thou  hadst 
stood  firm  and  carried  off  Patroclus,  we  might  have  made 
exchange,  and  gained  from  the  Greeks  Sarpedon  and  his  arms. 
25  But  it  may  not  be,  for  thou  fearest  Ajax,  and  fleest  before  him.” 
But  Hector  said,  “I  fear  him  not,  nor  any  man.  Only  Zeus 
gives  victory  now  to  one  man  and  now  to  another.  But  wait 
thou  here,  and  see  whether  I  be  a  coward,  as  thou  sayest.” 

Now  he  had  sent  the  armor  of  Patroclus  to  the  city.  But 
30  now  he  ran  after  those  that  were  carrying  it,  and  overtook 
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them,  and  put  on  the  armor  himself — but  Zeus  saw  him  doing  it, 
and  liked  it  not — and  came  back  to  the  battle ;  and  all  who  saw 
him  thought  that  it  had  been  the  great  Achilles  himself.  Then 
the)T  all  charged  together,  and  fiercer  grew  the  battle  and  fiercer 
5  as  the  day  went  on.  For  the  Greeks  said  one  to  another,  “Now 
had  the  earth  better  yawn  and  swallow  us  up  alive,  than  we 
should  let  the  men  of  Troy  cany  off  Patroclus  to  their  city;” 
and  the  Trojans  said,  “Now  if  we  must  all  fall  by  the  body  of 
this  man,  be  it  so,  but  we  will  not  yield.” 

10  But  the  horses  of  Achilles  stood  apart  from  the  battle,  when 
they  knew  that  Patroclus  was  dead,  and  wept.  Nor  could  Auto- 
medon  move  them  with  the  lash,  nor  with  gentle  words,  nor  with 
threats.  They  would  not  return  to  the  ships,  nor  would  they 
go  into  the  battle;  but  as  a  pillar  stands  on  the  tomb  of  some 
15  dead  man,  so  they  stood,  with  their  heads  drooped  to  the  ground, 
with  the  big  tears  dropping  to  the  earth,  and  their  long  manes 
trailing  in  the  dust. 

But  Father  Zeus  beheld  them,  and  pitied  them,  and  said — 

“It  was  not  well  that  we  gave  you,  immortal  as  ye  are,  to  a 
20  mortal  man;  for  of  all  things  that  move  on  earth,  mortal  man 
is  the  fullest  of  sorrow.  But  Hector  shall  not  possess  }’ou.  It  is 
enough  for  him,  yea,  and  too  much,  that  he  has  the  arms  of 
Achilles.” 

Then  did  the  horses  move  from  their  place  and  obey  their 
25  charioteer  as  before.  Nor  could  Hector  take  them,  though  he 
desired  them  very  much.  And  all  the  while  the  battle  raged 
about  the  dead  Patroclus.  And  at  last  Ajax  said  to  Menelaus 
— now  these  two  had  borne  themselves  more  bravely  in  the  fight 
than  all  others — 

30  “See  if  thou  canst  find  Antilochus,  Nestor’s  son,  that  he  may 
carry  the  tidings  to  Achilles,  how  that  Patroclus  is  dead.” 

So  Menelaus  went  and  found  Antilochus  on  the  left  of  the 
battle,  and  said  to  him,  “I  have  ill  news  for  thee.  Thou  seest, 
I  trow,  that  the  men  of  Troy  have  the  victory  to-day.  And  also 
35  Patroclus  lies  dead.  Run,  therefore,  to  Achilles,  and  tell  him, 
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if  haply  he  may  save  the  body;  but  as  for  the  arms,  Hector  has 
them  already/' 

Sore  dismayed  was  Antilochus  to  hear  such  tidings,  and  his 
eyes  were  tilled  with  tears  and  his  voice  was  choked.  Yet  did 
he  give  heed  to  the  words  of  Menelaus,  and  ran  to  tell  Achilles 
of  what  had  chanced.  But  Menelaus  went  back  to  Ajax,  where 
he  had  left  him  by  Patroclus,  and  said — 

“ Antilochus,  indeed,  bears  the  tidings  to  Achilles.  Yet  I 
doubt  whether  he  will  come,  for  all  his  wrath  against  Hector, 
seeing  that  he  has  no  armor  to  cover  him.  Let  us  think,  then, 
how  we  may  best  carry  Patroclus  away  from  the  men  of  Troy." 

Then  said  Ajax,  “Do  thou  and  Meriones  run  forward  and 
raise  the  body  in  your  arms,  and  I  and  the  son  of  0 ileus  will 
keep  off  meanwhile  the  men  of  Troy." 

So  Menelaus  and  Meriones  ran  forward  and  lifted  up  the 
body.  And  the  Trojans  ran  forward  with  a  great  shout  when 
they  saw  them,  as  dogs  run  barking  before  the  hunters  when 
they  chase  a  wild  boar ;  but  when  the  beast  turns  to  bay,  lo !  they 
flee  this  way  and  that.  So  did  the  men  of  Troy  flee  when  Ajax 
the  Greater  and  Ajax  the  Less  turned  to  give  battle.  But  still 
the  Greeks  gave  way,  and  still  the  Trojans  came  on,  and,  ever  in 
the  front  were  Hector,  the  son  of  Priam  and  H^neas,  the  son 
of  Anchises.  But  in  the  meantime  Antilochus  came  near  to 
Achilles,  who,  indeed,  seeing  that  the  Greeks  fled  and  the 
men  of  Troy  pursued,  was  already  sore  afraid.  And  he  said, 
weeping  as  he  spake — 

“I  bring  ill  news — Patroclus  lies  low.  The  Greeks  fight  for 
his  body,  but  Hector  has  his  arms." 

Then  Achilles  took  of  the  dust  of  the  plain  in  his  hands, 
and  poured  it  on  his  head,  and  lay  at  his  length  upon  the 
ground,  and  tore  his  hair.  And  all  the  women  wailed.  And 
Antilochus  sat  weeping;  but  ever  he  held  the  hands  of  Achilles, 
lest  he  should  slay  himself  in  his  great  grief. 

Then  came  his  mother,  hearing  his  cry  from  where  she  sat  in 
the  depths  of  the  sea,  and  laid  her  hand  on  him  and  said — 
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“Why  weepest  thou,  my  son  ?  Hide  not  the  matter  from  me, 
but  tell  me.” 

And  Achilles  answered,  “All  that  Zeus  promised  thee  for  me 
he  hath  fulfilled.  But  what  profit  have  I,  for  lo !  my  friend 
Patroclus  is  dead,  and  Hector  has  the  arms  which  I  gave  him 
to  wear.  And  as  for  me,  I  care  not  to  live,  except  I  can  avenge 
me  upon  him.” 

Then  said  Thetis,  “Hay,  my  son,  speak  not  thus.  For  when 
Hector  dieth,  thy  doom  also  is  near.” 

And  Achilles  spake  in  great  wrath:  “Would  that  I  might  die 
this  hour,  seeing  that  I  could  not  help  my  friend,  but  am  a 
burden  on  the  earth — I,  who  am  better  in  battle  than  all  the 
Greeks  besides.  Cursed  he  the  wrath  that  sets  men  to  strive  the 
one  with  the  other,  even  as  it  set  me  to  strive  with  King  Agamem¬ 
non  !  But  let  the  past  be  past.  And  as  for  my  fate — let  it  come 
when  it  may,  so  that  I  first  avenge  myself  on  Hector.  Where¬ 
fore  seek  not  to  keep  me  back  from  the  battle.” 

Then  Thetis  said,  “Be  it  so;  only  thou  canst  not  go  without 
thy  arms,  which  Hector  hath.  But  to-morrow  will  I  go  to 
Hephaestus,  that  he  may  furnish  thee  anew.” 

But  while  they  talked  the  men  of  Troy  pressed  the  Greeks 
more  and  more,  and  the  two  heroes,  Ajax  the  Greater  and  Ajax 
the  Less,  could  no  longer  keep  Hector  back,  but  that  he  should 
lay  hold  of  the  body  of  Patroclus.  And  indeed  he  would  have 
taken  it,  but  that  Zeus  sent  Iris  to  Achilles,  who  said — 

“Bouse  thee,  son  of  Peleus,  or  Patroclus  will  be  a  prey  for 
the  dogs  of  Troy !” 

But  Achilles  said,  “How  shall  I  go? — for  arms  have  I  none, 
nor  know  I  whose  I  might  wear.  Haply  I  could  shift  with  the 
shield  of  Ajax,  son  of  Telamon,  but  he,  I  know,  is  carrying  it  in 
the  front  of  the  battle.” 

Then  answered  Iris,  “Go  only  to  the  trench  and  show  thyself ; 
so  shall  the  men  of  Troy  tremble  and  cease  from  the  battle,  and 
the  Greeks  shall  have  breathing  space.” 

So  he  went,  and  Athene  put  her  aegis  about  his  mighty  shoul- 
he  fes'tus  I'ris 
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ders,  and  a  golden  halo  about  his  head,  making  it  shine  as  a 
flame  of  fire,  even  as  the  watch-fires  shine  at  night  from  some 
city  that  is  besieged.  Then  went  he  to  the  trench;  with  the 
battle  he  mingled  not,  heeding  his  mother’s  commands,  but  he 
shouted  aloud,  and  his  voice  was  as  the  sound  of  a  trumpet.  And 
when  the  men  of  Troy  heard,  they  were  stricken  with  fear,  and 
the  horses  backed  with  the  chariots,  and  the  drivers  were  aston¬ 
ished  when  they  saw  the  flaming  fire  above  his  head  which  Athene 
had  kindled.  Thrice  across  the  trench  the  great  Achilles  shouted, 
and  thrice  the  men  of  Troy  fell  back.  And  that  hour  there  per¬ 
ished  twelve  chiefs  of  fame,  wounded  by  their  own  spears  or 
trampled  by  their  own  steeds,  so  great  was  the  terror  among  the 
men  of  Troy. 

Eight  gladly  did  the  Greeks  take  Patroelus  out  of  the  press. 
Then  they  laid  him  on  a  bier  and  carried  him  to  the  tent, 
Achilles  walking  with  many  tears  by  his  side. 

And  in  the  camp  of  the  Greeks  they  mourned  for  Patroelus. 
And  Achilles  stood  among  his  Myrmidons  and  said — 

“Vain  was  the  promise  that  I  made  to  Menoetius  that  I 
would  bring  back  his  son  with  his  portion  of  the  spoils  of  Troy. 
But  Zeus  fulfils  not  the  thoughts  of  man.  For  he  lies  dead,  nor 
shall  I  return  to  the  house  of  Peleus,  my  father,  for  I,  too,  must 
die  in  this  land.  But  thee,  0  Patroelus,  I  will  not  bury  till  I 
bring  hither  the  head  and  the  arms  of  Hector,  and  twelve  men 
of  Troy  to  slay  at  thy  funeral  pile.” 

So  they  washed  the  body  of  Patroelus  and  anointed  it,  putting 
ointment  into  the  wounds,  and  laid  it  on  a  bed,  and  covered  it 
with  a  veil  from  the  head  to  the  feet. 

Then  went  Thetis  to  the  palace  of  Hephaestus,  to  pray  him 
that  he  would  make  arms  for  her  son. 

Then  did  Thetis  tell  him  of  her  son  Achilles,  and  of  the 
wrong  that  had  been  done  to  him,  and  of  his  wrath,  and  of  how 
Patroelus  was  dead,  and  the  arms  that  he  had  had  were  lost. 

Then  said  Hephaestus,  “Be  of  good  cheer:  I  will  make  what 
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thou  askest.  Would  that  I  could  as  easily  keep  from  him  the 
doom  of  death.” 

Then  Hephaestus  wrought  at  his  forge.  And  first  of  all  he 
made  a  mighty  shield.  On  it  he  wrought  the  earth,  and  the  sky, 
5  and  the  sea,  and  the  sun,  and  the  moon,  and  all  the  stars.  He 
wrought  also  two  cities.  In  the  one  there  was  peace,  and  about 
the  other  there  was  war. 

But  all  the  while  Achilles  sat  mourning  for  Patroclus,  and 
his  comrades  wept  about  him.  And  at  dawn  Thetis  brought  him 
10  the  arms  and  laid  them  before  him.  Loud  they  rattled  on  the 
ground,  and  all  the  Myrmidons  trembled  to  hear  but  when 
Achilles  saw  them  his  eyes  blazed  with  fire,  and  he  rejoiced  in  his 
heart. 

Then  Achilles  went  along  the  shore  and  called  the  Greeks 
15  to  an  assembly,  shouting  mightily;  and  all,  even  those  who 
were  wont  to  abide  in  the  ships,  listened  to  his  voice  and  came. 
So  the  assembly  was  gathered,  and  Achilles  stood  up  in  the 
midst,  saying  that  he  had  put  away  his  wrath;  and  King  Aga¬ 
memnon,  sitting  on  his  throne — for  his  wound  hindered  him 
20  from  standing — said  that  he  repented  him  of  the  wrong  which 
he  had  done,  only  that  Zeus  had  turned  his  thoughts  to  folly; 
but  now  he  would  give  to  Achilles  all  that  Ulysses  had  promised 
on  his  behalf.  And  Achilles  would  have  led  the  Greeks  straight- 
way  to  battle,  but  the  wise  Ulysses  hindered  him,  saying  that  it 
25  was  not  well  that  he  should  send  them  to  the  fight  fasting.  Then 
did  Agamemnon  send  to  the  tents  of  Achilles  all  the  gifts  that 
he  had  promised,  and  with  them  the  maiden  Briseis.  But  she, 
when  she  came  and  saw  Patroclus,  beat  her  breast  and  her  fair 
neck  and  face,  and  wailed  aloud,  for  he  had  been  gentle  and 
30  good,  she  said.  And  all  the  women  wailed  with  her,  thinking 
each  of  her  own  sorrows. 

Then  the  chiefs  would  have  Achilles  feast  with  them;  but 
he  hearkened  not,  for  he  would  neither  eat  nor  drink  till  he  had 
had  vengeance  for  the  dead.  And  he  spake,  saying — 

35  “Often,  Patroclus,  hast  thou  ordered  the  feast  when  we  were 
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hastening  to  the  war.  And  now  thou  liest  slain,  and  for  grief 
for  thee  I  cannot  eat  nor  drink.  For  greater  sorrow  could  not 
have  come  to  me,  not  though  Peleus  himself  were  dead,  or  my 
young  son  Xeoptolemus.  Often  did  I  think  that  I  only  should 
perish  here,  but  that  thou  shouldst  return  and  show  him  all  that 
was  mine — goods  and  servants  and  palace.” 

And  as  he  wept  the  old  men  wept  with  him,  thinking  each 
of  what  he  had  left  at  home. 

But  after  this  the  Greeks  were  gathered  to  the  battle,  and 
Achilles  shone  in  the  midst  with  the  arms  of  Hephaestus  upon 
him,  and  he  flashed  like  fire.  Then  he  spake  to  his  horses — 

“Take  heed,  Bayard  and  Piebald,  that  you  save  your  driver 
to-day,  nor  leave  him  dead  on  the  field,  as  you  left  Patroclus.” 

Then  Here  gave  to  the  horse  Bayard  a  voice,  so  that  he  spake : 
“Surely  we  will  save  thee,  great  Achilles ;  yet,  for  all  that,  doom 
is  near  to  thee,  nor  are  we  the  cause,  but  the  gods  and  mastering 
Fate.  Xor  was  it  of  us  that  Patroclus  died,  but  Apollo  slew  him, 
and  gave  the  glory  to  Hector.  So  shalt  thou,  too,  die  by  the  hands 
of  a  god  and  of  a  mortal  man.” 

And  Achilles  said,  “What  need  to  tell  me  of  my  doom  ?  Eight 
well  I  know  it.  Yet  will  I  not  cease  till  I  have  made  the  Trojans 
weary  of  battle.” 

Then  he  rushed  into  the  battle,  slaying  as  lie  went.  And 
Hector  would  have  met  him,  but  Apollo  stood  by  him  and  said, 
“Tight  not  with  Achilles,  lest  he  slay  thee.”  Therefore  he  went 
back  among  the  men  of  Troy.  Many  did  Achilles  slay,  and 
among  them  the  youngest  son  of  Priam.  When  Hector  saw  this 
he  could  not  bear  any  more  to  stand  apart.  Therefore  he 
rushed  at  Achilles,  and  Achilles  rejoiced  to  see  him,  saying, 
“,This  is  the  man  who  slew  my  comrade.”  But  they  fought  not 
then,  for  when  Hector  cast  his  spear  Athene  turned  it  aside,  and 
when  Achilles  charged,  Apollo  bore  Hector  away. 

Then  Achilles  turned  to  the  others,  and  slew  multitudes  of 
them,  so  that  they  fled,  part  across  the  plain,  and  part  to  the 
river,  the  eddying  Xanthus.  And  these  leapt  into  the  water 
no  op  tol'e  mus  zan'thvts  (Seamander) 
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as  locusts  leap  into  a  river  when  the  fire  which  men  light  drives 
them  from  the  fields.  And  all  the  river  was  full  of  horses  and 
men.  Many  of  the  Trojans  hid  themselves  under  the  banks  of 
the  river.  And  that  hour  would  the  Greeks  have  taken  the 
5  city  of  Troy,  but  that  Apollo  saved  it  by  taking  the  form  of  a 
Trojan  chief  whom  Achilles  pursued  far  from  the  walls  of  Troy. 

CHAPTER  FIVE 
THE  DEATH  OF  HECTOR 

The  Trojans  were  now  safe  in  the  city,  refreshing  them¬ 
selves  after  all  their  grievous  toil.  Only  Hector  remained  out¬ 
side  the  walls,  standing  in  front  of  the  great  Scaean  gates.  But 
10  all  the  while  Achilles  was  fiercely  pursuing  till  at  last  Apollo 
turned  and  spake  to  him — 

“Why  dost  thou  pursue  me,  swift-footed  Achilles?  Hast 
thou  not  yet  found  out  that  I  am  a  god,  and  that  all  thy  fury 
is  in  vain  ?  And  now  all  the  sons  of  Troy  are  safe  in  their  city, 
15  and  thou  art  here,  far  out  of  the  way,  seeking  to  slay  me,  who 
cannot  die.” 

In  great  wrath  Achilles  answered  him,  “Thou  hast  done  me 
wrong  in  so  drawing  me  away  from  the  wall,  great  archer,  most 
mischief-loving  of  all  the  gods  that  are.  Had  it  not  been  for 
20  this,  many  a  Trojan  more  had  bitten  the  ground.  Thou  hast 
robbed  me  of  great  glory,  and  saved  thy  favorites.  0  that  I 
had  the  power  to  take  vengeance  on  thee!  Thou  hadst  paid 
dearly  for  thy  cheat !” 

Then  he  turned  and  rushed  towards  the  city,  swift  as  a  race- 
25  horse  whirls  a  chariot  across  the  plain.  Old  Priam  spied  him 
from  the  wall,  with  his  glittering  armor,  bright  as  that  brightest 
of  the  stars — men  call  it  Orion’s  dog — which  shines  at  vintage¬ 
time,  baleful  light  bringing  the  fevers  of  autumn  to  men.  And 
the  old  man  groaned  aloud  when  he  saw  him,  and  stretching  out 
30  his  hands,  cried  to  his  son  Hector,  where  he  stood  before  the 
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gates,  eager  to  do  battle  with  this  dread  warrior  and  urged  him 
to  come  within  the  walls. 

Old  Priam  spake,  but  could  not  turn  the  heart  of  his  son. 
And  from  the  wall  on  the  other  side  of  the  gate  his  mother 
5  called  to  him,  weeping  sore,  and  said  — 

“Pity  me,  my  son;  come  within  the  walls;  wait  not  for  this 
man,  nor  stand  in  battle  against  him.  If  he  slay  thee,  nor  I,  nor 
thy  wife,  shall  pay  thee  the  last  honors  of  the  dead,  but  far  away 
by  the  ships  of  the  Greeks  thy  body  shall  lie  unburied  and 
10  dishonored.” 

So  father  and  mother  besought  their  son,  but  all  in  vain.  He 
was  still  minded  to  abide  the  coming  Achilles;  and  as  he  waited 
he  thought  thus  within  himself — 

“Woe  is  me  if  I  go  within  the  walls !  I  fear  the  sons  and 
15  daughters  of  Troy,  what  they  may  say;  I  fear  lest  some  coward 
reproach  me :  ‘Hector  trusted  in  his  strength,  and  lo !  he  has 
destroyed  the  people/  Better  were  it  for  me  either  to  slay 
Achilles  or  to  fall  by  his  hand  with  honor  here  before  the  walls. 
Or,  stay :  shall  I  put  down  my  shield,  and  lay  aside  my 
20  helmet;  and  lean  my  spear  against  the  wall  and  go  to  meet  the 
great  Achilles,  and  promise  that  we  will  give  back  the  fair 
Helen,  and  all  the  wealth  that  Paris  carried  off  with  her ;  ay,  and 
render  up  all  the  wealth  that  there  is  in  the  city,  that  the  Greeks 
may  divide  it  among  themselves,  binding  the  sons  of  Troy  with 
25  an  oath  that  they  keep  nothing  back?  But  this  is  idle  talk: 
he  will  have  no  shame  or  pity,  but  will  slay  me  while  I  stand 
without  arms  or  armor  before  him.  It  is  not  for  us  to  talk  as 
a  youth  and  a  maiden  talk  together.  It  is  better  to  meet  in 
arms,  and  see  whether  the  ruler  of  Olympus  will  give  victory 
30  to  him  or  to  me.” 

Thus  he  thought  in  his  heart;  and  Achilles  came  near, 
brandishing  over  his  right  shoulder  the  great  Pelian  spear,  and 
the  flash  of  his  arms  was  as  the  flame  of  fire,  or  as  the  rising 
sun.  And  Hector  trembled  when  he  saw  him,  nor  dared  to 
35  abide  his  coming.  Fast  he  fled  from  the  gates,  and  fast  Achilles 
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pursued  him,  as  a  hawk,  fastest  of  all  the  birds  of  air,  pursues  a 
dove  upon  the  mountains.  Past  the  watch-tower  they  ran,  past 
the  wind-blown  fig-tree,  along  the  wagon-road  which  went  about 
the  walls,  and  they  came  to  the  fair-flowing  fountain  where 
from  two  springs  rises  the  stream  of  eddying  Scamander.  Hot 
is  one  spring,  and  a  steam  ever  goes  up  from  it,  as  from  a 
burning  fire;  and  cold  is  the  other,  cold,  even  in  the  summer 
heats,  as  hail  or  snow  or  ice.  There  are  fair  basins  of  stone, 
where  the  wives  and  fair  daughters  of  Troy  were  wont  to  wash 
their  garments,  but  that  was  in  the  old  days  of  peace,  or  ever 
the  Greeks  came  to  the  land.  Past  the  springs  they  ran,  one 
flying,  the  other  pursuing:  brave  was  he  that  fled,  braver  he 
that  pursued;  it  was  no  sheep  for  sacrifice  or  shield  of  ox-hide 
for  which  they  ran,  but  for  the  life  of  Hector,  the  tamer  of 
horses.  Thrice  they  ran  round  the  city,  and  all  the  gods 
looked  on. 

And  Zeus  said,  “This  is  a  piteous  sight  that  I  behold.  My 
heart  is  grieved  for  Hector — Hector,  who  has  ever  worshiped  me 
with  sacrifice,  now  on  the  heights  of  Ida,  and  now  in  the  citadel 
of  Troy;  and  now  the  great  Achilles  is  pursuing  him  round  the 
city  of  Priam.  Come,  ye  gods,  let  us  take  counsel  together.  Shall 
we  save  him  from  death,  or  let  him  fall  beneath  the  hand  of 
Achilles?” 

Then  Athene  said,  “What  is  this  that  thou  sayest,  great  sire  ? 
— to  rescue  a  man  whom  fate  has  appointed  to  die?  Do  it,  if 
it  be  thy  will;  but  we,  the  other  gods,  approve  it  not.” 

Zeus  answered  her,  “My  heart  is  loath;  yet  I  would  do  thee 
pleasure.  Be  it  as  thou  wilt.” 

Then  Athene  came  down  in  haste  from  the  top  of  Olympus, 
and  still  Hector  fled  and  Achilles  pursued,  just  as  a  dog  pursues 
a  fawn  upon  the  hills.  And  ever  Hector  made  for  the  gates,  or 
to  get  shelter  beneath  the  towers,  if  haply  those  that  stood  upon 
them  might  defend  him  with  their  spears;  and  ever  Achilles 
would  get  before  him,  and  drive  him  towards  the  plain.  So  they 
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ran,  one  making  for  the  city,  and  the  other  driving  him  to  the 
plain.  Just  as  in  a  dream,  when  one  seems  to  fly  and  another 
seems  to  pursue,  and  the  one  cannot  escape  and  the  other  cannot 
overtake,  so  these  two  ran  together.  But  as  for  Hector,  Apollo 
even  yet  helped  him,  and  gave  him  strength  and  nimble  knees, 
else  could  he  not  have  held  out  against  Achilles,  who  was  swiftest 
of  foot  among  the  sons  of  men. 

How  Achilles  had  beckoned  to  the  Greeks  that  no  man 
should  throw  his  spear  at  Hector,  lest,  perchance,  he  should 
be  robbed  of  his  glory.  And  when  the  two  came  in  their  run¬ 
ning  for  the  fourth  time  to  the  springs  of  Scamander,  Zeus  held 
out  the  great  balance  of  doom,  and  in  one  scale  he  put  the  fate 
of  Achilles,  and  in  the  other  the  fate  of  Hector ;  and  lo !  the 
scale  of  Hector  sank  down  to  the  realms  of  death,  and  Apollo 
left  him. 

Then  Athene  lighted  down  from  the  air  close  to  Achilles  and 
said,  “This,  great  Achilles,  is  our  day  of  glory,  for  we  shall  slay 
Hector,  mighty  warrior  though  he  be.  For  it  is  his  doom  to 
die,  and  not  Apollo’s  self  shall  save  him.  But  stand  thou  still 
and  take  breath,  and  I  will  give  this  man  heart  to  meet  thee  in 
battle.” 

Then  the  two  chiefs  came  near  to  each  other,  and  Hector 
with  a  waving  plume  spake  first  and  said,  “Thrice,  great  Achilles, 
hast  thou  pursued  me  round  the  walls  of  Troy,  and  I  dared  not 
stand  up  against  thee;  but  now  I  fear  thee  no  more.  Only  let 
us  make  this  covenant  between  us:  if  Zeus  give  me  the  victory, 
I  will  do  no  dishonor  to  thy  body;  thy  arms  and  armor  will  I 
take,  and  give  back  thy  body  to  the  Greeks ;  and  do  thou  promise 
to  do  likewise.” 

But  Achilles  scowled  at  him  and  said,  “Hector,  talk  not  of 
covenants  to  me.  Men  and  lions  make  no  oaths  between  each 
other,  neither  is  there  any  agreement  between  wolves  and  sheep. 
So  there  shall  be  no  covenant  between  me  and  thee.  One  of 
us  two  shall  fall;  and  now  is  the  time  for  thee  to  show  thyself 
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a  warrior,  for  of  a  truth  Athene  will  slay  thee  by  my  spear,  and 
thou  shalt  pay  the  penalty  for  all  my  comrades  whom  thou  hast 
slain.” 

Then  he  threw  the  mighty  spear,  hut  Hector  saw  it  coming 
and  avoided  it,  crouching  on  the  ground,  so  that  the  mighty 
spear  flew  above  his  head  and  fixed  itself  in  the  earth.  But 
Athene  snatched  it  from  the  ground  and  gave  it  back  to  Achilles, 
Hector  not  perceiving. 

Then  Hector  spake  to  Achilles:  “Thou  hast  missed  thy 
aim,  great  Achilles.  It  was  no  word  of  Zeus  that  thou  spakest, 
prophesying  my  doom,  but  thou  soughtest  to  cheat  me,  terrifying 
me  by  thy  words.  Thou  shalt  not  drive  thy  steel  into  my  back, 
but  here  into  my  breast,  if  the  gods  will  it  so.  But  now  look 
out  for  my  spear.  Would  it  might  bury  itself  in  thy  flesh.  The 
battle  would  be  easier  for  the  men  of  Troy  were  thou  only  out 
of  the  way.” 

And  as  he  spake  he  threw  his  long-shafted  spear.  True  aim 
he  took,  for  the  spear  struck  the  very  middle  of  Achilles’s  shield. 
It  struck,  but  pierced  it  not,  but  bounded  far  away,  for  the 
shield  was  not  of  mortal  make.  And  Hector  stood  dismayed,  for 
he  had  not  another  spear.  Then  he  knew  that  his  end  was  come, 
and  he  said  to  himself,  “How  have  the  gods  called  me  to  my 
doom.  Zeus  and  Apollo  are  with  me  no  more ;  but,  if  I  must  die, 
let  me  at  least  die  in  such  a  deed  as  men  of  after  time  may 
hear  of.” 

So  he  spake,  and  drew  the  mighty  sword  that  hung  by  his 
side :  then,  as  an  eagle  rushes  through  the  clouds  to  pounce  on  a 
lamb,  rushed  on  the  great  Achilles.  But  he  dealt  never  a  blow; 
for  Achilles  charged  to  meet  him,  his  shield  before  his  breast, 
his  helmet  bent  forward  as  he  ran,  with  the  long  plumes  stream¬ 
ing  behind,  and  the  gleam  of  his  spear-point  was  as  the  gleam 
of  the  evening  star,  which  is  the  fairest  of  all  the  stars  in  heaven. 
One  moment  he  thought  where  he  should  drive  it  home,  for  the 
armor  which  Hector  had  won  from  Patroclus  guarded  him  well ; 
but  one  spot  there  was,  where  by  the  collar-bone  the  neck  joins 
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the  shoulder.  There  he  drave  in  the  spear,  and  the  point  stood 
out  behind  the  neck,  and  Hector  fell  in  the  dust. 

Then  Achilles  cried  aloud,  “Hector,  thou  thoughtest  in  the 
day  when  thou  didst  spoil  Patroclus  of  his  arms  that  thou 
5  wouldst  be  safe  from  vengeance,  taking,  forsooth,  no  account  of 
me.  And  lo !  thou  art  fallen  before  me,  nor  shall  thy  body  he 
given  honorable  burial,  but  to  him  all  the  Greeks  shall  give 
due  rites.” 

But  Hector,  growing  faint,  spake  to  him.  “Nay,  great 
10  Achilles,  by  thy  life,  and  by  thy  knees,  and  by  thy  parents  dear, 
I  pray  thee,  let  not  my  fallen  body  suffer  this  disgrace.  Take 
rather  the  ransom,  gold  and  bronze,  that  my  father  and  mother 
shall  pay  thee,  and  let  the  sons  and  daughters  of  Troy  give  me 
burial  rites/’ 

15  But  Achilles  scowled  at  him,  and  cried,  “Dog,  seek  not  to 
entreat  me !  No  ransom,  though  it  were  ten  times  told,  should 
buy  thee  back;  no,  not  though  Priam  should  offer  thy  weight 
in  gold.” 

Then  Hector,  who  was  now  at  the  point  to  die,  spake  to  him. 
20  “I  know  thee  well,  what  manner  of  man  thou  art,  that  the  heart 
in  thy  breast  is  iron  only.  Only  beware  lest  some  vengeance 
from  the  gods  come  upon  thee  in  the  day  when  Paris  and  Apollo 
shall  slay  thee,  for  all  thy  valor  by  the  Scaean  gates.” 

So  speaking,  he  died.  But  Achilles  said,  “Die,  hound;  but 
25  my  fate  I  meet  when  Zeus  and  the  other  gods  decree.” 

Then  he  drew  his  spear  out  of  the  corpse  and  stripped  off  the 
arms;  and  all  the  Greeks  came  about  the  dead  man,  marvelling 
at  his  stature  and  beauty,  and  no  man  came  but  gloried  over 
the  corpse.  And  one  would  say  to  another,  “Surely  this  Hector 
30  is  less  dreadful  now  than  in  the  day  when  he  would  burn  our 
ships  with  fire.” 

Then  Achilles  devised  a  ruthless  thing  in  his  heart.  He 
yearned  for  vengeance  upon  Hector,  and  so  bound  the  body 
with  thongs  of  ox-hide  to  the  chariot,  letting  the  head  drag 
35  behind,  the  head  that  once  was  so  fair,  and  now  was  so  disfigured 
in  the  dust. 
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So  he  dragged  Hector  to  the  ships.  And  Priam  saw  him  from 
the  walls,  and  scarce  could  his  sons  keep  him  back,  but  that  he 
should  go  forth  and  beg  the  body  of  his  dear  son  from  him 
who  had  slain  him.  And  Hecuba  his  mother  also  bewailed  him, 
5  but  Andromache  knew  not  as  yet  of  what  had  befallen.  For  she 
sat  in  her  dwelling,  wearing  a  great  purple  mantle  broidered  with 
flowers.  And  she  bade  her  maidens  make  ready  a  bath  for 
Hector,  when  he  should  come  back  from  the  battle,  nor  knew 
that  he  should  never  need  it  more.  But  the  voice  of  wailing 
10  from  the  town  came  to  her,  and  she  rose  up  hastily  in  great  fear, 
and  dropped  the  shuttle  from  her  hand  and  called  to  her 
maidens — 

“Come  with  me,  ye  maidens,  that  I  may  see  what  has  be¬ 
fallen,  for  I  heard  the  voice  of  Queen  Hecuba,  and  I  fear  me 
15  much  that  some  evil  has  come  to  the  children  of  Priam.  For  it 
may  be  that  Achilles  has  run  between  Hector  and  the  city,  and 
is  pursuing  him  to  the  plain,  for  never  will  Hector  abide  with 
the  army,  but  will  fight  in  the  front,  so  bold  is  he.” 

Then  she  hastened  through  the  city  as  if  she  were  mad.  And 
20  when  she  came  to  the  wall  she  stood  and  looked ;  and  lo !  the 
horses  of  Achilles  were  dragging  Hector  to  the  ships.  Then  did 
darkness  come  on  her,  and  she  fell  back  fainting,  and  from  her 
fair  head  dropped  the  net  and  the  wreath  and  the  diadem  which 
golden  Aphrodite  gave  her  on  the  day  when  Hector  of  the 
25  waving  plume  took  her  to  be  his  wife. 

And  after  a  while,  at  the  bidding  of  Zeus,  Thetis  went  to 
Achilles  and  found  him  weeping  softly  for  his  dead  friend,  for 
the  strength  of  his  sorrow  was  now  spent,  and  she  said  to  him, 
“It  is  the  will  of  the  gods  that  thou  give  up  the  body  of  Hector, 
30  and  take  in  exchange  the  ransom  of  gold  and  precious  things 
which  his  father  will  give  thee  for  him.” 

And  her  son  answered,  “Be  it  so,  if  the  gods  will  have  it.” 

Then  Zeus  sent  Iris,  who  was  his  messenger,  to  King  Priam, 
where  he  sat  with  his  face  wrapped  in  his  mantle,  and  his  sons 
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weeping  about  him,  and  his  daughters  wailing  through  the  cham¬ 
bers  of  his  palace. 

Then  Iris  spake.  “Be  of  good  cheer,  Priam,  son  of  Dardanus ; 
Zeus  has  sent  me  to  thee.  Go,  taking  with  thee  such  gifts  as 
5  may  best  please  the  heart  of  Achilles,  and  bring  back  the  body 
of  thy  dear  son  Hector.  Go  without  fear  of  death  or  harm,  and 
go  alone.  Only  let  an  aged  herald  be  with  thee,  to  help  thee 
when  thou  bringest  back  the  body  of  the  dead.” 

Then  Priam  rose  with  joy,  and  bade  his  sons  bring  forth  his 
10  chariot;  but  first  he  went  to  his  chamber,  and  called  to  Hecuba, 
his  wife,  and  told  her  of  his  purpose,  nor  heeded  when  she  sought 
to  turn  him  from  it,  but  said,  “Seek  not  to  hold  me  back,  nor  be 
a  bird  of  evil  omen  in  my  house.  If  any  prophet  or  seer  had 
bidden  me  do  this  thing,  I  should  hav£  held  it  a  deceit;  but  now 
15  have  I  heard  the  very  voice  of  the  messenger  of  Zeus.  Where¬ 
fore,  I  shall  go.  And  if  I  die,  what  care  I?  Let  Achilles  slay 
me,  so  that  I  embrace  once  more  the  body  of  my  son.” 

Then  Hecuba  came  near,  and  bade  a  woman-servant  come 
and  pour  water  on  his  hands.  And  when  she  had  poured,  King 
20  Priam  took  a  great  cup  from  the  hands  of  his  wife,  and  made  a 
libation  to  Zeus,  and  prayed — 

“Hear  me,  Father  Zeus,  and  grant  that  Achilles  may  pity 
me.  And  do  thou  send  me  now  a  lucky  sign,  that  I  may  go 
with  a  good  heart  to  the  ships  of  the  Greeks.” 

25  And  Zeus  heard  him,  and  sent  an  eagle,  a  mighty  bird,  whose 
wings  spread  out  on  either  side  as  wide  as  is  the  door  of  some 
spacious  chamber  in  a  rich  man’s  house.  On  his  right  hand  it 
flew  high  above  the  city,  and  all  rejoiced  when  they  sa^v  the  sign. 

Then  the  old  man  mounted  his  chariot  in  haste,  and  drove 
30  forth  from  the  palace.  Before  him  the  mules  drew  the  four- 
wheeled  wagon,  and  these  the  herald  guided.  But  his  chariot  the 
old  king  drove  himself.  And  all  his  kinsfolk  went  with  him, 
weeping  as  for  one  who  was  going  to  his  death.  But  when  they 
came  down  from  the  city  to  the  plain,  Priam  and  the  herald 
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went  towards  the  ships  of  the  Greeks,  but  all  the  others  returned 
to  Troy. 

But  Zeus  saw  him  depart,  and  said  to  Hermes,  “Hermes,  go, 
guide  King  Priam  to  the  ships  of  the  Greeks,  so  that  no  man 
5  see  him  before  he  comes  to  the  tents  of  Achilles.” 

Then  Hermes  fastened  on  his  feet  the  fair  sandals  of  gold 
with  which  he  flies,  fast  as  the  wind,  over  sea  and  land,  and 
in  his  hand  he  took  the  rod  with  which  he  opens  and  closes,  as 
he  wills,  the  eyes  of  men.  And  he  flew  down  and  lighted  on  the 
10  plain  of  Troy,  taking  on  him  the  likeness  of  a  fair  youth. 

Then  he  leapt  into  the  chariot  of  the  king  and  caught  the 
reins  in  his  hand,  and  gave  the  horses  and  the  mules  a  strength 
that  was  not  their  own.  And  when  they  came  to  the  ditch  and 
the  trench  that  guarded  the  ships,  lo !  the  guards  were  busy  with 
15  their  meal;  but  Herpaes  made  sleep  descend  upon  them,  and 
opened  the  gates  and  brought  in  Priam  with  his  treasures.  And 
when  they  came  to  the  tent  of  Achilles,  Hermes  lighted  down 
from  the  chariot  and  said — 

“Lo  !  I  am  Hermes,  whom  my  father,  Zeus,  hath  sent  to  be  thy 
20  guide.  And  now  I  shall  depart,  for  I  would  not  that  Achilles 
should  see  me.  But  go  thou  in,  and  clasp  his  knees,  and  beseech 
him  by  his  father  and  his  mother  and  his  child.  So  shalt  thou 
move  his  heart  with  pity.” 

So  Hermes  departed  to  Olympus,  and  King  Priam  leapt  down 
25  from  the  chariot,  leaving  the  herald  to  care  for  the  horses  and 
the  mules,  and  went  to  the  tent.  There  he  found  Achilles  sitting ; 
his  comrades  sat  apart,  but  two  waited  on  him,  for  he  had  but 
newly  ended  his  meal,  and  the  table  was  yet  at  his  hand.  But 
no  man  saw  King  Priam  till  he  was  close  to  Achilles,  and  caught 
30  his  knees  and  kissed  his  hands,  the  dreadful,  murderous  hands 
that  had  slain  so  many  of  his  sons.  As  a  man  who  slays  another 
by  mishap  flies  to  some  stranger  land,  to  some  rich  man’s  home, 
and  all  wonder  to  see  him,  so  Achilles  wondered  to  see  King 
Priam,  and  his  comrades  wondered,  looking  one  at  another.  Then 
35  King  Priam  spake — 
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"Think  of  thy  father,  godlike  Achilles,  and  pity  me.  He  is 
old,  as  I  am,  and  it  may  be,  his  neighbors  trouble  him,  seeing 
that  he  has  no  defender;  yet  so  long  as  he  knows  that  thou  art 
alive,  it  is  well  with  him,  for  every  day  he  hopes  to  see  his  dear 
5  son  returned  from  Troy.  But  as  for  me,  I  am  altogether  wretched. 
Many  a  valiant  son  I  had — nineteen  born  to  me  of  one  mother — 
and  most  of  them  are  dead,  and  he  that  was  the  best  of  all,  who 
kept  our  city  safe,  he  has  been  slain  by  thee.  He  it  is  whom  I 
have  come  to  ransom.  Have  pity  on  him  and  on  me,  thinking  of 
10  thy  father.  Never,  surely,  was  lot  so  sad  as  this,  to  kiss  the  hands 
that  slew  a  son.” 

But  the  words  so  stirred  the  heart  of  Achilles  that  he  wept, 
thinking  now  of  Patroclus,  and  now  of  his  old  father  at  home; 
and  Priam  wept,  thinking  of  his  dead  Hector.  But  at  last  Achil- 
15  les  stood  up  from  his  seat  and  raised  King  Priam,  having  pity  on 
his  white  hair  and  his  white  beard,  and  spake — 

"How  didst  thou  dare  to  come  to  the  ships  of  the  Greeks,  to 
the  man  who  slew  thy  sons  ?  Surely  thou  must  have  a  heart  of 
iron.  But  sit  thou  down :  let  our  sorrows  rest  in  our  hearts,  for 
20  there  is  no  profit  in  lamentation.  It  is  the  will  of  the  gods  that 
men  should  suffer  woe,  but  they  are  themselves  free  from  care. 
Two  chests  are  set  by  the  side  of  Father  Zeus,  one  of  good  and 
one  of  evil  gifts,  and  he  mixes  the  lot  of  men,  taking  out  of  both. 
Many  noble  gifts  did  the  gods  give  to  King  Peleus:  wealth  and 
25  bliss  beyond  that  of  other  men,  and  kingship  over  the  Myrmidons. 
Aye !  and  they  gave  him  a  goddess  to  be  his  wife.  But  they 
gave  also  this  evil,  that  he  had  no  stock  of  stalwart  children  in 
his  house,  but  one  son  only,  and  I  cannot  help  him  at  all  in  his 
old  age,  for  I  tarry  here  far  away  in  Troy.  Thou,  too,  old  man 
30  hadst  wealth  and  power  of  old,  and  lordship  over  all  that  lies 
between  Lesbos  and  Phrygia  and  the  stream  of  Hellespont.  And 
to  thee  the  gods  have  given  this  ill,  that  there  is  ever  battle  and 
slaughter  about  thy  city  walls.  But  as  for  thy  son,  wail  not  for 
him,  for  thou  canst  not  raise  him  up.” 

35  But  Priam  answered,  "Make  me  not  to  sit,  great  Achilles, 
les'bos  frij'i  a  hel'es  pont 
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while  Hector  lies  unhonored.  Let  me  ransom  him,  and  look  upon 
him  with  my  eyes,  and  do  thou  take  the  gifts.  And  the  gods 
grant  thee  to  return  safe  to  thy  fatherland.” 

Then  Achilles  hastened  from  his  tent,  and  two  comrades  with 
him.  First  they  loosed  the  horses  from  the  chariot  and  the  mules 
from  the  wagon;  then  they  brought  in  the  herald  and  took  the 
gifts.  Only  they  left  of  them  two  cloaks  and  a  tunic,  wherein 
they  might  wrap  the  dead.  And  Achilles  bade  the  women  wash 
and  anoint  the  body,  but  apart  from  the  tent,  lest,  perchance, 
Priam  should  see  his  son  and  cry  aloud,  and  so  awaken  the  fury 
in  his  heart.  But  when  it  was  washed  and  anointed,  Achilles 
himself  lifted  it  in  his  arms  and  put  it  on  the  litter,  and  his 
comrades  lifted  the  litter  on  the  wagon. 

And  when  all  was  finished  Achilles  groaned  and  cried  to  his 
dead  friend,  saying — 

“Be  not  wroth,  Patroclus,  if  thou  shouldst  hear  in  the  un¬ 
known  land  that  I  have  ransomed  Hector  to  his  father:  a  noble 
ransom  hath  he  paid  me,  and  of  this,  too,  thou  shalt  have  thy 
share,  as  is  meet.” 

Then  Priam  said,  “If  thou  art  minded  to  let  me  bury 
Hector,  let  there  be  a  truce  between  my  people  and  the  Greeks. 
For  nine  days  let  us  mourn  for  Hector,  and  on  the  tenth  will  we 
bury  him  and  feast  the  people,  and  on  the  eleventh  raise  a  great 
tomb  above  him,  and  on  the  twelfth  we  will  fight  again,  if 
fight  we  must.” 

And  Achilles  answered,  “Be  it  so :  i  will  stay  the  war  for  so 
long.” 

So  for  nine  days  the  people  gathered  much  wood,  and  on  the 
tenth  they  laid  Hector  upon  the  pile,  and  lit  fire  beneath  it.  And 
when  it  was  burnt  they  quenched  the  embers  with  wine.  Then  his 
brethren  and  comrades  gathered  together  the  white  bones,  and 
laid  them  in  a  chest  of  gold;  and  this  they  covered  with  purple 
robes  and  put  in  a  great  coffin,  and  laid  upon  it  stones  many  and 
great.  And  over  all  they  raised  a  mighty  mound;  and  all  the 
while  the  watchers  watched,  lest  the  Greeks  should  arise  and  slay 
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them.  Last  of  all  was  a  great  feast  held  in  the  palace  of  King 

Priam. 

So  they  buried  Hector,  the  tamer  of  horses. 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 

# 

Historical  and  Biographical:  The  story  of  Achilles  is  found  in 
“The  Iliad,  ’ ’  one  of  the  oldest  poems  in  existence.  The  poem  takes 
its  name  from  Ilium,  the  Greek  name  of  the  city  of  Troy  where  the 
war,  with  which  the  poem  deals,  was  fought.  There  is  much  doubt 
about  the  date  and  authorship  of  both  this  poem  and  the  Odyssey, 
but  it  is  commonly  believed  that  they  are  the  work  of  Homer,  a  blind 
poet  who  lived  in  the  eighth  century  B.  C.  The  events  which  they 
celebrate  occurred  about  1000  B.  C.  It  is  generally  supposed  that 
Homer  earned  his  living  as  a  minstrel,  traveling  from  town  to  town 
reciting  his  poems  to  the  music  of  his  harp.  There  is  much  uncertainty 
as  to  his  birth-place,  as  the  following  epigram  shows — 

“Seven  wealthy  towns  contend  for  Homer  dead 
Through  which  the  living  Homer  begged  for  bread.  ” 

After  the  birth  of  Achilles,  his  mother,  who  was  a  sea  nymph,  re¬ 
turned  to  the  sea  but  was  nevertheless  deeply  concerned  for  the  welfare 
of  her  son.  She  wished  for  him  a  long,  even  if  inglorious,  life  rather 
than,  as  the  Fates  decreed,  a  short  and  glorious  one.  For  this  reason  she 
tried  to  make  him  invulnerable,  by  dipping  him,  when  an  infant,  in  the 
river  Styx,  from  which  he  came  out,  all  but  the  heel  by  which  she  held 
him,  proof  against  all  wounds. 

While  Achilles  was  in  the  temple  of  Apollo  arranging  for  his 
marriage  to  one  of  the  daughters  of  King  Priam,  Paris  discharged  at 
him  a  poisoned  arrow  which,  guided  by  Apollo,  fatally  wounded  him  in 
the  heel,  his  only  vulnerable  spot. 

Hector  was  the  son  of  King  Priam  and  Hecuba.  He  was  the  great 
hero  on  the  Trojan  side  just  as  Achilles  was  on  the  Greek.  Though  less 
is  known  of  Hector’s  life,  yet  in  the  story  we  find  him  a  very  ad¬ 
mirable  character. 

Notes  and  Questions 


A  few  rules  that  will  be  found 
helpful  in  pronouncing  Greek  and 
Roman  names: 

C  is  soft  before  e,,  i,  and  y  and 
hard  before  all  other  sounds. 

The  vowel  in  an  accented  closed 
syllable  is  generally  short  and 


in  an  accented  open  syllable, 
is  generally  long:  i.  e.,  Agamem'- 
non,  Menela'us. 

Final  eus  is  generally  one  syllable 
and  pronounced  like  long  u. 
Peleus,  pelus;  Zeus,  zus. 

Chapter  One:  What  do  you  think 
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of  the  counsel  of  Ulysses?  Notice 
this  characteristic  of  shrewdness 
which  he  displays  throughout  the 
story.  What  promise  did  the 
princes  make  regarding  Helen? 
Did  they  consider  it  binding? 
What  did  Ulysses  pretend?  How 
was  his  sanity  tested? 

Aulis  was  a  city  on  the  eastern 
coast  of  Greece. 

How  did  Iphigenia ’s  patriotism 
show  itself? 

Chapter  Two:  Discuss  the  char¬ 
acter  of  Agamemnon  as  he  deals 
with  the  priest  of  Apollo.  What 
do  you  think  of  the  speech  of 
Achilles,  p.  133,  1.  3? 

“A  little  thing,  but  dear”  refers 
to  Briseis.  What  do  you  think 
of  Nestor’s  advice?  What  side 
of  his  nature  does  Achilles  show 
in  his  treatment  of  the  heralds? 
‘ ‘  The  Iliad  ’ 9  is  full  of  beautiful 
comparisons  or  similes.  Discuss 
those  on  p.  137.  Another  char¬ 
acteristic  of  “The  Iliad”  is  the 
double  adjective,  i  1  yellow¬ 
haired,  ”  “  shrill-voiced.  * 9  Make 
a  list  of  these  as  you  meet  them 
and  notice,  too,  how  the  same 
descriptive  words  occur  again 
and  again  in  describing  the 
same  people  or  places. 

Mycenae  was  a  very  ancient  Greek 
city.  What  tribute  do  the  old 
men  of  Troy  pay  to  Helen ’s 
beauty? 

Antenor  was  the  wisest  of  the  Tro¬ 


jan  elders.  He  wras  the  host  of 
Menelaus  and  Ulysses  when  they 
visited  Troy  and  he  strongly  ad¬ 
vised  the  surrender  of  Helen 
from  the  beginning. 

Ares  favored  the  Trojans,  being 
the  husband  of  Aphrodite. 

Helenus  was  one  of  the  sons  of 
Priam. 

In  w’hat  scenes  do  you  especially 
admire  Hector? 

Chapter  Three:  The  Greeks  and 
Romans  poured  wine,  or  other 
liquids,  upon  the  ground  or  upon 
a  sacrifice.  This  sacred  ceremony 
to  some  deity  was  called  “pour¬ 
ing  out  a  libation.” 

Tell  in  your  own  words  the  story 
of  Sarpedon. 

Chapter  Four:  Why  did  Glaucus 
speak  to  Hector  as  he  did? 

What  do  you  think  of  the  story 
of  the  horses  of  Achilles? 

What  was  the  promise  referred  to 
in  1.  3,  p.  154?  What  did  the 
fulfilment  of  this  promise  cost 
Achilles  ? 

Chapter  Five :  How  did  the  Greeks 
regard  the  paying  of  the  “last 
honors  of  the  dead”? 

Discuss  the  thoughts  of  Hector  as 
he  stands  waiting  for  Achilles. 

Read  the  passage  that  shows  that 
even  Zeus  had  to  abide  by  the  de¬ 
cree  of  the  Fates. 

In  what  incidents  do  you  admire 
Achilles  most? 
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BOOK  II 

THE  STOBY  OF  ULYSSES 
CHAPTER  ONE 

THE  LOTUS  EATERS — THE  CYCLOPES 

When  the  great  city  of  Troy  was  taken,  all  the  chiefs  who 
had  fought  against  it  set  sail  for  their  homes.  But  there  was 
wrath  in  heaven  against  them,  for  indeed  they  had  borne  them¬ 
selves  haughtily  and  cruelly  in  the  day  of  their  victory.  There- 
5  fore  they  did  not  all  find  a  safe  and  happy  return.  For  one  was 
shipwrecked,  and  another  was  shamefully  slain  by  his  false  wife 
in  his  palace,  and  others  found  all  things  at  home  troubled  and 
changed,  and  were  driven  to  seek  new  dwellings  elsewhere.  And 
some,  whose  wives  and  friends  and  people  had  been  still  true  to 
10  them  through  those  ten  long  years  of  absence,  were  driven  far 
and  wide  about  the  world  before  they  saw  their  native  land 
again.  And  of  all,  the  wise  Ulysses  wandered  farthest  and  suf¬ 
fered  most. 

He  was  well-nigh  the  last  to  sail,  for  he  had  tarried  many 
15  days  to  do  pleasure  to  Agamemnon,  lord  of  all  the  Greeks. 
Twelve  ships  he  had  with  him — twelve  he  had  brought  to  Troy 
— and  in  each  there  were  some  fifty  men,  being  scarce  half  of 
those  that  had  sailed  in  them  in  the  old  days,  so  many  valiant 
heroes  slept  the  last  sleep,  in  the  plain  and  on  the  seashore, 
20  slain  in  battle  or  by  the  shafts  of  Apollo. 

First  they  sailed  north-west  to  the  Thracian  coast,  where 
the  Ciconians  dwelt,  who  had  helped  the  men  of  Troy.  Their 
city  they  took,  and  in  it  much  plunder,  slaves  and  oxen,  and 
jars  of  fragrant  wine,  and  might  have  escaped  unhurt,  but  that 
25  they  stayed  to  hold  revel  on  the  shore.  For  the  Ciconians 
gathered  their  neighbors,  being  men  of  the  same  blood,  and 
did  battle  with  the  invaders,  and  drove  them  to  their  ships.  And 
si  klo'pez  si  ko'ni  anz 
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when  Ulysses  numbered  his  men,  he  found  that  he  had  lost  six 
out  of  each  ship. 

Scarce  had  he  set  out  again  when  the  wind  began  to  blow 
fiercely;  so,  seeing  a  smooth  sandy  beach,  they  drove  the  ships 
5  ashore  and  dragged  them  out  of  reach  of  the  waves,  and  waited 
till  the  storm  should  abate.  And  the  third  morning  being  fair, 
they  sailed  again,  and  journeyed  prosperously  till  they  came  to 
the  very  end  of  the  great  Peloponnesian  land,  where  Cape  Malea 
looks  out  upon  the  southern  sea.  But  contrary  currents  baffled 
10  them,  so  that  they  could  not  round  it,  and  the  north  wind  blew 
so  strongly  that  they  must  fain  drive  before  it. 

On  the  tenth  day  they  came  to  the  land  where  the  lotus  grows 
— a  wondrous  fruit,  of  which  whosoever  eats  cares  not  to  see 
country  or  wife  or  children  again.  Now  the  Lotus-eaters,  for 
15  so  they  call  the  people  of  the  land,  were  a  kindly  folk,  and  gave 
of  the  fruit  to  some  of  the  sailors,  not  meaning  them  any  harm, 
but  thinking  it  to  be  the  best  that  they  had  to  give.  These, 
when  they  had  eaten,  said  that  they  would  not  sail  any  more 
over  the  sea;  which,  when  the  wise  Ulysses  heard,  he  bade  their 
20  comrades  bind  them  and  carry  them,  sadly  complaining,  to  the 
ships. 

“Still  onward  driven  before  those  baleful  winds 
Across  the  fishy  deep  for  nine  whole  days. 

On  the  tenth  day  we  reached  the  land  where  dwell 
25  The  Lotus-eaters,  men  whose  food  is  flowers. 

We  landed  on  the  mainland,  and  our  crews 
Near  the  fleet  galleys  took  their  evening  meal. 

And  when  we  all  had  eaten  and  had  drunk 
I  sent  explorers  forth— two  chosen  men, 

30  A  herald  was  the  third — to  learn  what  race 

Of  mortals  nourished  by  the  fruits  of  earth 
Possessed  the  land.  They  went  and  found  themselves 
Among  the  Lotus-eaters  soon,  who  used 
No  violence  against  their  lives,  but  gave 
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Into  their  hands  the  lotus  plant  to  taste. 

Whoever  tasted  once  of  that  sweet  food 
Wished  not  to  see  his  native  country  more, 

Xor  give  his  friends  the  knowledge  of  his  fate. 

5  And  then  my  messengers  desired  to  dwell 

Among  the  Lotus-eaters,  and  to  feed 
Upon  the  lotus,  never  to  return. 

By  force  I  led  them  weeping  to  the  fleet, 

And  bound  them  in  the  hollow  ships  beneath 
10  The  benches.  Then  I  ordered  all  the  rest 

Of  my  beloved  comrades  to  embark 
In  haste,  lest,  tasting  of  the  lotus,  they 
Should  think  no  more  of  home.  All  straightway  went 
On  board,  and  on  the  benches  took  their  place, 

15  And  smote  the  hoary  ocean  with  their  oars.” 

Then,  the  wind  having  abated,  they  took  to  their  oars,  and 
rowed  for  many  days  till  they  came  to  the  country  where  the 
Cyclopes  dwell.  ^Now,  a  mile  or  so  from  the  shore  there  was 
an  island,  very  fair  and  fertile,  but  no  man  dwells  there  or  tills 
20  the  soil,  and  in  the  island  a  harbor  where  a  ship  may  be  safe 
from  all  winds,  and  at  the  head  of  the  harbor  a  stream  falling 
from  the  rock,  and  whispering  alders  all  about  it.  Into  this 
the  ships  passed  safely,  and  were  hauled  up  on  the  beach,  and 
the  crews  slept  by  them,  waiting  for  the  morning.  And  the  next 
25  day  they  hunted  the  wild  goats,  of  which  there  was  great  store 
on  the  island,  and  feasted  right  merrily  on  what  they  caught, 
with  draughts  of  red  wine  which  they  had  carried  off  from  the 
town  of  the  Ciconians. 

But  on  the  morrow,  Ulysses,  for  he  was  ever  fond  of  adven- 
30  ture,  and  would  know  of  every  land  to  which  he  came  what  man¬ 
ner  of  men  they  were  that  dwelt  there,  took  one  of  his  twelve 
ships  and  bade  them  row  to  land.  There  was  a  great  hill  sloping 
to  the  shore,  and  there  rose  up  here  and  there  a  smoke  from 
the  caves  where  the  Cyclopes  dwelt  apart,  holding  no  converse 
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with  each  other,  for  they  were  a  rude  and  savage  folk,  but  ruled 
each  his  own  household,  not  caring  for  others.  Now,  very  close 
to  the  shore  was  one  of  these  caves,  very  huge  and  deep,  with 
laurels  round  about  the  mouth,  and  in  front  a  fold  with  walls 
5  built  of  rough  stone,  and  shaded  by  tall  oaks  and  pines.  So 
Ulysses  chose  out  of  the  crew  the  twelve  bravest,  and  bade  the 
rest  guard  the  ship,  and  went  to  see  what  manner  of  dwelling 
this  was,  and  wrho  abode  there.  He  had  his  sword  by  his  side, 
and  on  his  shoulder  a  mighty  skin  of  wine,  sweet-smelling  and 
10  strong,  with  which  he  might  win  the  heart  of  some  fierce  savage, 
should  he  chance  to  meet  with  such,  as  indeed  his  prudent  heart 
forecasted  that  he  might. 

So  they  entered  the  cave,  and  judged  that  it  was  the  dwelling 
of  some  rich  and  skilful  shepherd.  For  within,  there  were  pens 
15  for  the  young  of  the  sheep  and  of  the  goats,  divided  all  according 
to  their  age,  and  there  were  baskets  full  of  cheeses,  and  full 
milkpails  ranged  along  the  wall.  But  the  Cyclops  himself  was 
away  in  the  pastures.  Then  the  companions  of  Ulysses  besought 
him  that  he  would  depart,  taking  with  him,  if  he  would,  a  store 
20  of  cheeses  and  sundry  of  the  lambs  and  of  the  kids.  But  he 
would  not,  for  he  wished  to  see,  after  his  wont,  what  manner 
of  host  this  strange  shepherd  might  be.  And  truly  he  saw  it 
to  his  cost! 

It  was  evening  when  the  Cyclops  came  home,  a  mighty  giant, 
25  twenty  feet  in  height,  or  more.  On  his  shoulder  he  bore  a  vast 
bundle  of  pine  logs  for  his  fire,  and  threw  them  down  outside  the 
cave  with  a  great  crash,  and  drove  the  flocks  within,  and  closed 
the  entrance  with  a  huge  rock  which  twenty  wagons  and  more 
could  not  bear.  Then  he  milked  the  ewes  and  goats,  and  half  of 
30  the  milk  he  curdled  for  cheese,  and  half  he  set  ready  for  himself, 
when  he  should  sup.  Next  he  kindled  a  fire  with  the  pine  logs, 
and  the  flame  lighted  up  all  the  cave,  showing  him  Ulysses  and 
his  comrades. 

“Who  are  ye?”  cried  Polyphemus,  for  that  was  the  giant’s 
35  name.  “Are  ye  traders,  or,  haply,  pirates  ?” 
sl'klops  pol  l  fe'mus 
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Ulysses  shuddered  at  the  dreadful  voice  and  shape,  but  bore 
him  bravely,  and  answered,  “We  are  no  pirates,  mighty  sir,  but 
Greeks,  sailing  back  from  Troy,  and  subjects  of  the  great  King 
Agamemnon,  whose  fame  is  spread  from  one  end  of  heaven  to 
the  other.  And  we  are  come  to  beg  hospitality  of  thee  in  the 
name  of  Zeus,  who  rewards  or  punishes  hosts  and  guests  accord¬ 
ing  as  they  be  faithful  the  one  to  the  other,  or  no.” 

“Kay,”  said  the  giant,  “it  is  but  idle  talk  to  tell  me  of  Zeus 
and  the  other  gods.  We  Cyclopes  take  no  account  of  gods,  hold¬ 
ing  ourselves  to  be  much  better  and  stronger  than  they.  But 
come,  tell  me,  where  have  you  left  your  ship  ?” 

But  Ulysses  saw  his  thought  when  he  asked  about  the  ship, 
how  he  was  minded  to  break  it,  and  take  from  them  all  hope  of 
flight.  Therefore  he  answered  him  craftily — 

“Ship  have  we  none,  for  that  which  was  ours  King  Poseidon 
brake,  driving  it  on  a  jutting  rock  on  this  coast,  and  we  whom 
thou  seest  are  all  that  are  escaped  from  the  waves.” 

Polyphemus  answered  nothing,  but  without  more  ado  caught 
up  two  of  the  men,  as  a  man  might  catch  up  some  morsel  of 
food  when  the  pangs  of  hunger  had  come  over  him,  and  killed 
them,  and  devoured  them,  with  huge  draughts  of  milk  between, 
leaving  not  a  morsel,  not  even  the  very  bones.  But  the  others, 
when  they  saw  the  dreadful  deed,  could  only  weep  and  pray  to 
Zeus  for  help.  And  when  the  giant  had  ended  his  foul  meal, 
he  lay  down  among  his  sheep  and  slept. 

Then  Ulysses  questioned  much  in  his  heart  whether  he  should 
slay  the  monster  as  he  slept,  for  he  doubted  not  that  his  good 
sword  would  pierce  to  the  giant’s  heart,  mighty  as  he  was.  But, 
being  very  wise,  he  remembered  that,  should  he  slay  him,  he  and 
his  comrades  would  yet  perish  miserably.  Por  who  should  move 
away  the  great  rock  that  lay  against  the  door  of  the  cave?  So 
they  waited  till  the  morning.  And  the  monster  woke,  and  milked 
his  flocks,  and  afterwards,  seizing  two  men,  devoured  them  for 
his  meal.  Then  he  went  to  the  pastures,  but  put  the  great  rock 
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on  the  mouth  of  the  cave,  just  as  a  man  puts  clown  the  lid  upon 
his  quiver. 

All  that  clay  the  wise  Ulysses  was  thinking  what  he  might 
best  do  to  save  himself  and  his  companions,  and  the  end  of  his 
5  thinking  was  this:  there  was  a  mighty  pole  in  the  cave,  green 
wood  of  an  olive  tree,  big  as  a  ship’s  mast,  which  Polyphemus 
purposed  to  use,  when  the  smoke  should  have  dried  it,  as  a 
walking  staff.  Of  this  he  cut  off  a  fathom’s  length,  and  his  com¬ 
rades  sharpened  it  and  hardened  it  in  the  fire,  and  then  hid 
10  it  away.  At  evening  the  giant  came  back,  and  drove  his  sheep 
into  the  cave,  nor  left  the  rams  outside,  as  he  had  been  wont  to 
do  before,  but  shut  them  in.  And  having  duly  done  his  shep¬ 
herd’s  work,  he  made  his  cruel  feast  as  before.  Then  Ulysses 
came  forward  with  the  wine-skin  in  his  hand,  and  said — 

15  aDrink,  Cyclops,  now  that  thou  hast  feasted.  Drink,  and 
see  what  precious  things  we  had  in  our  ship.  But  no  one  here¬ 
after  will  come  to  thee  with  such  like,  if  thou  dealest  with 
strangers  as  cruelly  as  thou  hast  dealt  with  us.” 

Then  the  Cyclops  drank,  and  was  mightily  pleased,  and  said, 
20  “Give  me  again  to  drink,  and  tell  me  thy  name,  stranger,  and 
I  will  give  thee  a  gift  such  as  a  host  should  give.  In  good 
truth  this  is  a  rare  drink.  We,  too,  have  vines,  but  they  bear 
not  wine  like  this,  which  indeed  must  be  such  as  the  gods 
drink  in  heaven.” 

25  Then  Ulysses  gave  him  the  cup  again,  and  he  drank.  Thrice 
he  gave  it  to  him,  and  thrice  he  drank,  not  knowing  what  it 
was,  and  how  it  would  work  within  his  brain. 

Then  Ulysses  spake  to  him.  “Thou  didst  ask  my  name, 
Cyclops.  Lo !  my  name  is  No  Man.  And  now  that  thou 
30  knowest  my  name,  thou  shouldst  give  me  thy  gift.” 

And  he  said,  “My  gift  shall  be  that  I  will  eat  thee  last  of 
all  thy  company.” 

As  he  spake  he  fell  back  in  a  drunken  sleep.  Then  Ulysses 
bade  his  comrades  be  of  good  courage,  for  the  time  was  come 
35  when  they  should  be  delivered.  And  they  thrust  the  stake  of 
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olive  wood  into  the  fire  till  it  was  read}',  green  as  it  was,  to 
burst  into  flame,  and  with  it  they  put  out  the  monster’s  eye; 
for  he  had  hut  one  eye,  and  that  in  the  midst  of  his  forehead, 
with  the  eyebrow  below  it. 

5  Then  the  giant  leaped  up,  and  tore  away  the  stake,  and  cried 
aloud,  so  that  all  the  Cyclopes  who  dwelt  on  the  mountain  side 
heard  him  and  came  about  his  cave,  asking  him,  “What  aileth 
thee,  Polyphemus,  that  thou  makest  this  uproar  in  the  peaceful 
night,  driving  away  sleep?  Is  any  one  robbing  thee  of  thy 
10  sheep,  or  seeking  to  slay  thee  by  craft  or  force  ?” 

And  the  giant  answered,  “X o  Man  slays  me  by  craft.” 

“Xay,  but,”  they  said,  “if  no  man  does  thee  tvrong,  we 
cannot  help  thee.  The  sickness  which  great  Zeus  may  send, 
who  can  avoid?  Pray  to  our  father,  Poseidon,  for  help.” 

15  Then  they  departed;  and  Ulysses  was  glad  at  heart  for  the 
good  success  of  his  device,  when  he  said  that  he  was  Xo  Man. 

But  the  Cyclops  rolled  away  the  great  stone  from  the  door 
of  the  cave,  and  sat  in  the  midst,  stretching  out  his  hands,  to  feel 
whether  perchance  the  men  within  the  cave  would  seek  to  go  out 
20  among  the  sheep. 

Long  did  Ulysses  think  how  he  and  his  comfades  should  best 
escape.  At  last  he  lighted  upon  a  good  device,  and  much  he 
thanked  Zeus  for  that  this  once  the  giant  had  driven  the  rams 
with  the  other  sheep  into  the  cave.  For,  these  being  great  and 
25  strong,  he  fastened  his  comrades  under  the  bodies  of  the  beasts, 
tying  them  with  osier  twigs,  of  which  the  giant  made  his  bed. 
One  ram  he  took,  and  fastened  a  man  beneath  it,  and  two  others 
he  set,  one  on  either  side.  So  he  did  with  the  six,  for  but  six 
were  left  out  of  the  twelve  who  had  ventured  with  him  from  the 
30  ship.  And  there  was  one  mighty  ram,  far  larger  than  all  the 
others,  and  to  this  Ulysses  clung,  grasping  the  fleece  tight  with 
both  his  hands.  So  they  waited  for  the  morning.  And  when  the 
morning  came,  the  rams  rushed  forth  to  the  pasture;  but  the 
giant  sat  in  the  door  and  felt  the  back  of  each  as  it  went  by, 
35  nor  thought  to  try  what  might  be  underneath.  Last  of  all  went 
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the  great  ram.  And  the  Cyclops  knew  him  as  he  passed,  and 
said — 

“How  is  this,  thou  who  art  the  leader  of  the  flock?  Thou 
art  not  wont  thus  to  lag  behind.  Thou  hast  always  been  the  first 
5  to  run  to  the  pastures  and  streams  in  the  morning,  and  the  first 
to  come  back  to  the  fold  when  evening  fell;  and  now  thou  art 
last  of  all.  Perhaps  thou  art  troubled  about  thy  master’s  eye, 
which  some  wretch — No  Man,  they  call  him — has  destroyed, 
having  first  mastered  me  with  wine.  He  has  not  escaped,  I 
10  ween.  I  would  that  thou  couldst  speak,  and  tell  me  where  he 
is  lurking.  Of  a  truth  I  would  dash  out  his  brains  upon  the 
ground,  and  avenge  me  of  this  No  Man.” 

So  speaking,  he  let  him  pass  out  of  the  cave.  But  when  they 
were  out  of  reach  of  the  giant,  Ulysses  loosed  his  hold  of  the 
15  ram,  and  then  unbound  his  comrades.  And  they  hastened  to 
their  ship,  not  forgetting  to  drive  before  them  a  good  store  of  the 
Cyclops’  fat  sheep.  Eight  glad  were  those  that  had  abode  by 
the  ship  to  see  them.  Nor  did  they  lament  for  those  that  had 
died,  though  they  were  fain  to  do  so,  for  Ulysses  forbade,  fear- 
20  ing  lest  the  noise  of  their  weeping  should  betray  them  to  the 
giant,  where  they  were.  Then  they  all  climbed  into  the  ship, 
and  sitting  well  in  order  on  the  benches,  smote  the  sea  with  their 
oars,  laying-to  right  lustily,  that  they  might  the  sooner  get  away 
from  the  accursed  land.  And  when  they  had  rowed  a  hundred 
25  yards  or  so,  so  that  a  man’s  voice  could  yet  be  heard  by  one  who 
stood  upon  the  shore,  Ulysses  stood  up  in  the  ship  and  shouted — 

“He  was  no  coward,  0  Cyclops,  whose  comrades  thou  didst 
so  foully  slay  in  thy  den.  Justly  art  thou  punished,  monster, 
that  devourest  thy  guests  in  thy  dwelling.  May  the  gods  make 
30  thee  suffer  yet  worse  things  than  these  !” 

Then  the  Cyclops,  in  his  wrath,  broke  off  the  top  of  a  great 
hill,  a  mighty  rock,  and  hurled  it  where  he  had  heard  the  voice. 
Eight  in  front  of  the  ship’s  bow  it  fell,  and  a  great  wave  rose 
as  it  sank,  and  washed  the  ship  back  to  the  shore.  But  Ulysses 
35  seized  a  long  pole  with  both  hands  and  pushed  the  ship  from 
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the  land,  and  bade  his  comrades  ply  their  oars,  nodding  with 
his  head,  for  he  was  too  wise  to  speak,  lest  the  Cyclops  should 
know  where  they  were.  Then  they  rowed  with  all  their  might 
and  main. 

And  when  they  had  gotten  twice  as  far  as  before,  Ulysses 
made  as  if  he  would  speak  again;  but  his  comrades  sought  to 
hinder  him,  saying,  “Xay,  my  lord,  anger  not  the  giant  any 
more.  Surely  we  thought  before  we  were  lost,  when  he  threw 
the  great  rock  and  washed  our  ship  back  to  the  shore.  And  if 
he  hear  thee  now,  he  may  crush  our  ship  and  us,  for  the  man 
throws  a  mighty  holt,  and  throws  it  far.” 

But  Ulysses  would  not  be  persuaded,  but  stood  up  and  said, 
“Hear,  C}^clops !  If  any  man  ask  who  blinded  thee,  say  that  it 
was  the  warrior  Ulysses,  son  of  Laertes,  dwelling  in  Ithaca.” 

And  the  Cyclops  answered  with  a  groan,  “Of  a  truth,  the 
old  oracles  are  fulfilled,  for  long  ago  a  prophet  foretold  to  me 
that  one  Ulysses  would  rob  me  of  my  sight.  But  I  looked  for 
a  great  man  and  a  strong,  who  should  subdue  me  by  force,  and 
now  a  weakling  has  done  the  deed,  having  cheated  me  with  wine. 
But  come  thou  hither,  Ulysses,  and  I  will  be  a  host  indeed  to 
thee.  Or,  at  least,  may  Poseidon  give  thee  such  a  voyage  to 
thy  home  as  I  would  wish  thee  to  have.  For  know  that  Poseidon 
is  my  sire.  May  be  that  he  may  heal  me  of  my  grievous  wound.” 

And  Ulysses  said,  “Would  that  I  could  send  thee  down  to 
the  abode  of  the  dead,  where  thou  wouldst  be  past  all  healing, 
even  from  Poseidon’s  self.” 

Then  C}^clops  lifted  up  his  hands  to  Poseidon  and  prayed — 

“Hear  me,  Poseidon,  if  I  am  indeed  thy  son  and  thou  my 
father.  May  this  LTlysses  never  reach  his  home !  or,  if  the  Fates 
have  ordered  that  he  should  reach  it,  may  he  come  alone,  all 
his  comrades  lost,  and  come  to  find  sore  trouble  in  his  house !” 

And  as  he  ended  he  hurled  another  mighty  rock,  which  almost 
lighted  on  the  rudder’s  end,  yet  missed  it  as  by  a  hair’s  breadth. 
So  Ulysses  and  his  comrades  escaped,  and  came  to  the  island  of 
the  wild  goats,  where  they  found  their  comrades,  who  indeed  had 
la  er'tez 
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waited  long  for  them,  in  sore  fear  lest  they  had  perished.  Then 
Ulysses  divided  amongst  his  company  all  the  sheep  which  they 
had  taken  from  the  Cyclops.  And  all,  with  one  consent,  gave 
him  for  his  share  the  great  ram  which  had  carried  him  out  of 
the  cave,  and  he  sacrificed  it  to  Zeus.  And  all  that  day  they 
feasted  right  merrily  on  the  flesh  of  sheep  and  on  sweet  wine, 
and  when  the  night  was  come,  they  lay  down  upon  the  shore  and 
slept. 


CHAPTER  TWO 

THE  ISLAND  OF  SOLTIS — THE  L.ESTRYGONIANS — CIRCE 

After  sailing  awhile,  they  came  to  the  island  of  ^Eolus,  who 
is  the  king  of  the  winds,  and  who  dwelt  there  with  his  children, 
six  sons  and  six  daughters.  Eight  well  did  ^Eolus  entertain 
them,  feasting  them  royally  for  a  whole  month,  while  he  heard 
from  Ulysses  the  story  of  all  that  had  been  done  at  Troy.  And 
when  Ulysses  prayed  him  that  he  would  help  him  on  his  way 
homewards,  AEolus  hearkened  to  him,  and  gave  him  the  skin  of 
an  ox,  in  which  he  had  bound  all  contrary  winds,  so  that  they 
should  not  hinder  him.  But  he  let  a  gentle  west  wind  blow,  that 
it  might  carry  him  and  his  comrades  to  their  home.  For  nine 
days  it  blew  and  now  they  were  near  to  Ithaca,  their  country, 
so  that  they  saw  lights  burning  in  it,  it  being  night-time.  But 
now,  by  an  ill-chance,  Ulysses  fell  asleep,  being  wholly  wearied 
out,  for  he  had  held  the  helm  for  nine  days,  nor  trusted  it  to 
any  of  his  comrades.  While  he  slept,  his  comrades,  who  had  cast 
eyes  of  envy  on  the  great  ox-hide,  said  one  to  another — 

“Strange  it  is  how  men  love  and  honor  this  Ulysses  whither¬ 
soever  he  goes.  1ST ow  he  comes  back  from  Troy  with  much  spoil, 
but  we  with  empty  hands.  Let  us  see  what  it  is  that  iEolus 
hath  given,  for  doubtless  in  this  ox-hide  is  much  silver  and 
gold.” 

So  they  loosed  the  great  bag  of  ox-hide,  and  lo !  all  the  winds 
rushed  out,  and  carried  them  far  away  from  their  country.  But 
u'o  les  tri  go'nj  anz;  gir'se 
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Ulysses,  waking  with  the  tumult,  doubted  much  whether  he 
should  not  throw  himself  into  the  sea  and  so  die.  But  he 
endured,  thinking  it  better  to  live.  Only  he  veiled  his  face  and 
so  sat,  while  the  ships  drave  before  the  winds,  till  they  came  once 
more  to  the  island  of  iEolus.  Then  Ulysses  went  to  the  palace 
of  the  king,  and  found  him  feasting  with  his  wife  and  children, 
and  sat  him  down  on  the  threshold.  Much  did  they  wonder  to 
see  him,  saying,  “What  evil  power  has  hindered  thee,  that  thou 
didst  not  reach  thy  country  and  home  ?” 

Then  he  answered,  “Blame  not  me,  hut  the  evil  counsels  of 
my  comrades,  and  sleep,  which  mastered  me  to  my  hurt.  But 
do  ye  help  me  again.” 

But  they  said,  “Begone;  we  may  not  help  him  whom  the 
gods  hate ;  and  hated  of  them  thou  surely  art.” 

So  iEolus  sent  him  away.  Then  again  they  launched  their 
ships  and  set  forth,  toiling  wearily  at  the  oars,  and  sad  at  heart. 

Six  days  they  rowed,  nor  rested  at  night,  and  on  the  seventh 
they  came  to  Lamos,  which  was  a  city  of  the  Lasstrygonians,  in 
whose  land  the  night  is  as  the  day,  so  that  a  man  might  earn 
double  wage,  if  only  he  wanted  not  sleep — shepherd  by  day  and 
herdsman  by  night.  There  was  a  fair  haven  with  cliffs  about 
it,  and  a  narrow  mouth  with  great  rocks  on  either  side.  And 
within  are  no  waves,  but  always  calm. 

Now  Ulysses  made  fast  his  ship  to  the  rocks,  but  the  others 
entered  the  haven.  Then  he  sent  two  men  and  a  herald  with 
them,  and  these  came  upon  a  smooth  road  by  which  wagons 
brought  down  wood  from  the  mountain  to  the  city.  Here  they 
met  a  maiden,  the  daughter  of  the  king  of  the  land,  and  asked 
of  her  who  was  lord  of  that  country.  Whereupon  she  showed 
them  her  father’s  lofty  -  palace.  And  they,  entering  this,  saw 
the  maiden’s  mother,  big  as  a  mountain,  horrible  to  behold,  who 
straightway  called  to  her  husband.  The  messengers,  indeed,  fled 
to  the  ships;  but  he  made  a  great  shout,  and  the  Laestrvgonians 
came  flocking  about  him,  giants,  not  men.  These  broke  off  great 
stones  from  the  cliffs,  each  stone  as  much  as  a  man  could  carry, 
la'mos 
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and  cast  them  at  the  ships,  so  that  they  were  broken.  And  the 
men  they  speared,  as  if  they  were  fishes,  and  devoured  them. 
So  it  happened  to  all  the  ships  in  the  haven.  Ulysses  only 
escaped,  for  he  cut  the  hawser  with  his  sword,  and  bade  his  men 
5  ply  their  oars,  which  indeed  they  did  right  willingly. 

After  a  while  they  came  to  the  island  of  iEsea,  where  Circe 
dwelt,  who  was  the  daughter  of  the  Sun.  Two  days  and  nights 
they  lay  upon  the  shore  in  great  trouble  and  sorrow.  On  the 
third,  Ulysses  took  his  spear  and  sword  and  climbed  a  hill  that 
10  there  was,  for  he  wished  to  see  to  what  manner  of  land  they  had 
come.  And  having  climbed  it,  he  saw  smoke  rising  from  the 
palace  of  Circe,  where  it  stood  in  the  midst  of  a  wood.  Should 
he  go  straightway  to  the  palace  that  he  saw,  or  first  return  to  his 
comrades  on  the  shore?  And  this  last  seemed  better;  and  it 
15  chanced  that  as  he  went  he  saw  a  great  stag  which  was  going 
down  to  the  river  to  drink,  for  indeed  the  sun  was  now  hot, 
and  casting  his  spear  at  it  he  pierced  it  through.  Then  he 
fastened  together  the  feet  with  green  withes  and  a  fathom’s 
length  of  rope,  and  slinging  the  beast  around  his  neck,  so  carried 
20  it  to  the  ship,  leaning  on  his  spear;  for  indeed  it  was  heavy  to 
bear,  nor  could  any  man  have  carried  it  on  the  shoulder  with 
one  hand.  And  when  he  was  come  to  the  ship,  he  cast  down  his 
burden.  Now  the  men  were  sitting  with  their  faces  muffled,  so 
sad  were  they.  But  when  he  bade  them  be  of  good  cheer,  they 
25  looked  up  and  marvelled  at  the  great  stag.  And  all  that  day 
they  feasted  on  deer’s  flesh  and  sweet  wine,  and  at  night  lay 
down  to  sleep  on  the  shore.  But  when  morning  was  come, 
Ulysses  called  them  all  together  and  spake — 

“I  know  not,  friends,  where  we  are.  Only  I  know,  having 
30  seen  smoke  yesterday  from  the  hill,  that  there  is  a  dwelling  in 
this  island.” 

It  troubled  the  men  much  to  hear  this,  for  they  thought  of 
the  Cyclops  and  the  Lsestrygonians ;  and  they  wailed  aloud,  but 
there  was  no  counsel  in  them.  Wherefore  Ulysses  divided  them 
35  into  two  companies,  setting  Eurylochus  over  the  one  and  him- 
e  e'a  u  ril'o  kus 
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self  over  the  other,  and  shook  lots  in  a  helmet  who  should  go  and 
search  out  the  island,  and  the  lot  of  Eurylochus  leaped  out.  So 
he  went,  and  comrades  twenty  and  two  with  him.  And  in  an 
open  space  in  the  wood  they  found  the  palace  of  Circe.  All 
about  were  wolves  and  lions;  yet  these  harmed  not  the  men, 
but  stood  up  on  their  hind  legs,  fawning  upon  them,  as  dogs 
fawn  upon  their  master  when  he  comes  from  his  meal.  And  the 
men  were  afraid.  They  stood  in  the  porch  and  heard  the  voice 
of  Circe  as  she  sang  with  a  lovely  voice  and  plied  the  loom. 
Then  said  Polites,  who  was  dearest  of  all  his  comrades  to 
Ulysses— 

“Some  one  within  plies  a  great  loom,  and  sings  with  a  loud 
voice.  Some  goddess  is  she,  or  woman.  Let  us  make  haste  and 
call" 

So  they  called  to  her,  and  she  came  out  and  beckoned  to 
them  that  they  should  follow.  So  they  went,  in  their  folly. 
And  she  bade  them  sit,  and  mixed  for  them  a  mess,  red  wine, 
and  in  it  barley-meal  and  cheese  and  honey,  and  mighty  drugs 
withal,  of  which,  if  a  man  drank,  he  forgot  all  that  he  loved. 
When  they  had  drunk  she  smote  them  with  her  wand.  And  lo ! 
they  had  of  a  sudden  the  heads  and  the  voices  and  the  bristles  of 
swine,  but  the  heart  of  a  man  was  in  them  still.  And  Circe 
shut  them  in  sties,  and  gave  them  mast  and  acorns  and  cornel 
to  eat. 

But  Eurylochus  fled  back  to  the  ship.  For  a  while  he  could 
not  speak,  so  full  was  his  heart  of  grief,  but  at  the  last  he  told 
the  tale  of  what  had  befallen.  Then  Ulysses  took  his  silver- 
studded  sword  and  his  bow,  and  bade  Eurylochus  guide  him  by 
the  way  that  he  had  gone. 

Hor  would  he  hearken  when  Eurylochus  would  have  hindered 
him,  but  said,  “Stay  here  by  the  ship,  eating  and  drinking,  if 
it  be  thy  will,  but  I  must  go,  for  necessity  constrains  me.” 

When  he  had  come  to  the  house,  there  met  him  Hermes  of 
the  golden  wand,  in  the  shape  of  a  fair  youth,  who  said  to  him — 

“Art  thou  come  to  rescue  thy  comrades  that  are  now  swine 

p5  li'tez 
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in  Circe’s  house?  Nay,  but  thou  shalt  never  go  back  thyself. 
Yet,  stay;  I  will  give  thee  such  a  drug  as  shall  give  thee  power 
to  resist  all  her  charms.  For  when  she  shall  have  mixed  thee 
a  potion,  and  smitten  thee  with  her  wand,  then  do  thou  rush 
5  upon  her  with  thy  sword,  making  as  if  thou  wouldst  slay  her. 
And  when  she  shall  pray  for  peace,  do  thou  make  her  swear  by 
the  great  oath  that  binds  the  gods  that  she  will  not  harm  thee.” 

Then  Hermes  showed  Ulysses  a  certain  plant,  whose  root 
was  black,  but  the  flower  white  as  milk.  Moly,  the  gods  call  it, 
10  and  very  hard  it  is  for  mortal  man  to  find. 

Then  Ulysses  went  into  the  palace,  and  all  befell  as  Hermes 
had  told  him.  For  Circe  would  have  changed  him  as  she  had 
changed  his  comrades.  Then  he  rushed  at  her  with  his  sword, 
and  made  her  swear  the  great  oath  which  binds  the  gods  that 
15  she  would  not  harm  him. 

“Back  through  the  woody  island  Hermes  went 
Toward  high  Olympus,  while  I  took  my  way 
To  Circe’s  halls,  yet  with  a  beating  heart. 

There,  as  I  stood  beneath  the  portico 
20  Of  that  bright-haired  divinity,  I  called 

Aloud ;  the  goddess  heard  my  voice  and  came. 

And  threw  at  once  the  shining  doors  apart, 

And  prayed  me  to  come  in.  I  followed  her. 

Yet  grieving  still.  She  led  me  in  and  gave 
25  A  seat  upon  a  silver-studded  throne. 

Beautiful,  nobly  wrought,  and  placed  beneath 
A  footstool,  and  prepared  a  mingled  draught 
Within  a  golden  chalice,  and  infused 
A  drug  with  mischievous  intent.  She  gave 
30  The  cup ;  I  drank  it  off ;  the  charm  wrought  not, 

And  then  she  smote  me  with  her  wand  and  said : — • 

‘Go  to  the  sty,  and  with  thy  fellows  sprawl.’ 

She  spake;  but  drawing  forth  the  trusty  sword 
Upon  my  thigh,  I  rushed  at  her  as  if 
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To  take  her  life.  She  shrieked  and,  stooping  low, 

Ean  underneath  my  arm  and  clasped  my  knees. 

And  uttered  piteously  these  winged  words: — 

‘Who  art  thou  ?  of  what  race  and  of  what  land. 

And  who  thy  parents  ?  I  am  wonder-struck 
To  see  that  thou  couldst  drink  that  magic  juice 
And  yield  not  to  its  power.  Xo  living  man, 

Whoever  he  might  be,  that  tasted  once 
Those  drugs,  or  passed  them  o’er  his  lips,  has  yet 
Withstood  them.  In  thy  breast  a  spirit  dwells 
Xot  to  be  thus  subdued.  Art  thou  not  then 
Ulysses,  master  of  wise  stratagems. 

Whose  coming  hither,  on  his  way  from  Troy, 

In  his  black  galley,  oft  has  been  foretold 
By  Hermes  of  the  golden  wand  V  ” 

But  afterwards,  when  they  sat  at  meat  together,  the  goddess 
perceived  that  he  was  silent  and  ate  not.  Wherefore  she  said, 
“Why  dost  thou  sit,  Ulysses,  as  though  thou  wert  dumb  ?  Fearest 
thou  any  craft  of  mine?  Xay,  but  that  may  not  be,  for  have  I 
not  sworn  the  great  oath  that  binds  the  gods?” 

And  Ulysses  said,  “Xay,  but  who  could  think  of  meat  and 
drink  when  such  things  had  befallen  his  companions?” 

Then  Circe  led  the  way,  holding  her  wand  in  her  hand,  and 
opened  the  doors  of  the  sties,  and  drove  out  the  swine  that  had 
been  men.  Then  she  rubbed  on  each  another  mighty  drug,  and 
the  bristles  fell  from  their  bodies  and  they  became  men,  only 
younger  and  fairer  than  before.  And  when  they  saw  Ulysses 
they  clung  to  him  and  wept  for  joy,  and  Circe  herself  was  moved 
with  pity. 

Then  she  said,  “Go,  Ulysses,  to  thy  ship,  and  put  away  all 
the  goods  and  gear  in  the  caves  that  are  on  the  shore,  but  come 
again  hither  thyself,  and  bring  thy  comrades  with  thee.” 

Then  Ulysses  went.  Right  glad  were  they  who  had  stayed 
to  see  him,  glad  as  are  the  calves  who  have  been  penned  in  the 
fold-yard  when  their  mothers  come  back  in  the  evening. 
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So  they  went  to  the  dwelling  of  Circe,  who  feasted  them 
royally,  so  that  they  remained  with  her  for  a  whole  year,  well 
content. 

But  when  the  year  was  spent  they  said  to  Ulysses,  “It  were 
5  well  to  remember  thy  country,  if  it  is  indeed  the  will  of  the  gods 
that  thou  shouldst  return  thither.” 

Then  Ulysses  besought  Circe  that  she  would  send  him  on 
his  way  homewards,  as  indeed  she  had  promised  to  do.  And  she 
answered — 

IQ  “I  would  not  have  you  abide  in  my  house  unwillingly.  Yet 
must  thou  first  go  another  journey,  even  to  the  dwellings  of  the 
dead,  there  to  speak  with  the  seer  Tiresias.” 

But  Ulysses  was  sore  troubled  to  hear  such  things,  and  wept 
aloud,  saying,  “Who  shall  guide  us  in  this  journey? — for  never 
15  yet  did  ship  make  such  a  voyage  as  this.” 

Then  said  Circe,  “Seek  no  guide;  only  raise  the  mast  of  thy 
ship  and  spread  the  white  sails,  and  sit  in  peace.  So  shall  the 
north  wind  bear  thee  to  the  place  on  the  ocean  shore  where  are 
the  groves  of  Persephone,  tall  poplars  and  willows.  There  must 
2Q  thou  beach  thy  ship.  And  after  that  thou  must  go  alone/'’ 

Then  she  told  him  all  that  he  must  do  if  he  would  hold  con¬ 
verse  with  the  dead  seer  Tiresias,  and  hear  what  should  befall 
him.  So  the  next  morning  he  roused  his  companions,  telling 
them  that  they  should  now  return.  And  when  they  were  assem- 
25  bled,  Ulysses  told  them  how  they  must  take  another  journey  first, 
even  to  the  dwellings  of  the  dead.  This  they  were  much  troubled 
to  hear,  yet  they  made  ready  the  ship  and  departed. 

ti  re'si  as  per  sef'o  ne 
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CHAPTER  THREE 

THE  REGIONS  OF  THE  DEAD - SCYLLA — THE  OXEN  OF  THE  SUN — 

CALYPSO 

So  they  came  to  the  place  of  which  Circe  had  told  them. 
And  when  all  things  had  been  rightly  done,  Ulysses  saw  spirits 
of  the  dead;  among  them  came  the  spirit  of  Tiresias,  holding 
a  sceptre  of  gold  in  his  hand.  And  when  Ulysses  asked  him  of 
5  his  return,  he  said — 

“Thy  return  shall  he  difficult,  because  of  the  anger  of 
Poseidon,  whose  son  thou  madest  blind.  Yet,  when  thou  comest 
to  the  island  of  Thrinacia,  where  feed  the  oxen  of  the  Sun, 
if  thou  leave  these  unhurt,  thou  and  thy  comrades  shall  return 
10  to  Ithaca.  But  otherwise  they  shall  perish,  and  thou  shalt  re¬ 
turn,  after  long  time,  in  a  ship  not  thine  own,  and  shalt  find  in 
thy  palace,  devouring  thy  goods,  men  of  violence,  suitors  of  thy 
wife.  These  shalt  thou  slay,  openly  or  by  craft.  So  shalt  thou 
die  at  last  in  peace.” 

15  And  having  seen  many  other  things,  Ulysses  went  back  to  his 
ship,  and  returned  with  his  companions  to  the  island  of  Circe. 
And  being  arrived  there,  Circe  made  them  a  feast.  But  while 
the  others  slept  she  told  to  Ulysses  all  that  should  befall  him, 
saying- 

20  “First  thou  wilt  come  to  the  island  of  the  Sirens,  who  sing 
so  sweetly,  that  whosoever  hears  them  straightway  forgets  wife 
and  child  and  home.  In  a  meadow  they  sit,  singing  sweetly, 
but  about  them  are  bones  of  men.  Do  thou,  then,  close  with 
wax  the  ears  of  thy  companions,  and  make  them  bind  thee  to 
25  the  mast,  so  that  thou  mayest  hear  the  song  and  yet  take  no  hurt. 
And  do  thou  bid  them,  when  thou  shalt  pray  to  be  loosed,  not  to 
hearken,  but  rather  to  bind  thee  the  more. 

“And  this  peril  being  past,  there  lie  others  in  thy  path, 
of  which  thou  must  take  thy  choice.  For  either  thou  must  pass 
30  between  the  rocks  which  the  gods  call  the  Wanderers — and  these 
sTl'a  ka  lip'so  thrin  a'shia  sl'rens 
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close  upon  all  that  passes  between  them,  even  the  very  (loves 
in  their  flight,  nor  has  any  ship  escaped  them — or  thou  must 
go  through  the  strait,  where  there  is  a  rock  on  either  hand.  In 
the  one  rock  dwells  Scylla,  in  a  cave  so  high  above  the  sea  that 
5  an  archer  could  not  reach  it  with  his  arrow.  A  horrible  monster 
is  she.  Twelve  unshapely  feet  she  hath,  and  six  long  necks,  and 
on  each  a  head  with  three  rows  of  teeth.  In  the  cave  she  lies, 
but  her  heads  are  without,  fishing  for  sea-dogs  and  dolphins,  or 
even  a  great  whale,  if  such  should  chance  to  go  by.  Think  not 
10  to  escape  her,  Ulysses,  for,  of  a  truth,  with  each  head  will  she 
take  one  of  thy  companions. 

“But  the  other  rock  is  lower  and  more  flat,  with  a  wild  fig-tree 
on  the  top.  There  Chaiybdis  thrice  a  day  draws  in  the  dark 
watel*,  and  thrice  a  day  sends  it  forth.  Be  not  thou  near  when 
15  she  draws  it  in ;  not  even  Poseidon’s  self  could  save  thee.  Choose 
rather  to  pass  near  Scylla,  for  it  is  better  to  lose  six  of  thy  com¬ 
panions  than  that  all  should  perish.” 

Then  said  Ulysses,  “Can  I  not  fight  with  this  Scylla,  and 
so  save  my  companions  ?” 

20  But  Circe  answered,  “^&y,  for  she  is  not  of  mortal  race.  And 
if  thou  linger  to  arm  thyself,  thou  wilt  but  lose  six  others  of  thy 
companions.  Pass  them  with  all  the  speed  that  may  be,  and 
call  on  the  mother  of  Scylla,  that  she  may  keep  her  from  coming 
the  second  time.  Then  wilt  thou  come  to  the  island  of 
25  Thrinacia,  where  feed  the  oxen  of  the  Sun.  Beware  that  thy 
companions  harm  them  not.” 

The  next  day  they  departed.  Then  Ulysses  told  his  com¬ 
panions  of  the  Sirens,  and  how  they  should  deal  with  him.  And 
after  a  while,  the  wind  that  had  blown  ceased,  and  there  was  a 
30  windless  calm ;  so  they  took  down  the  sails  and  laid  them  in  the 
ship,  and  put  forth  the  oars  to  row.  Then  Ulysses  made  great 
cakes  of  wax,  kneading  them  in  the  hot  sun,  and  put  them  into 
the  ears  of  his  companions.  And  they  bound  him  upright  to  the 
mast  and  so  rowed  on.  Then  the  Sirens  sang — 
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“0  world-renowned  Ulysses !  thou  who  art 
The  glory  of  the  Achaians,  turn  thy  bark 
Landward,  that  thou  maj^est  listen  to  our  lay. 

No  man  has  passed  us  in  his  galley  yet. 

Ere  he  has  heard  our  warbled  melodies. 

He  goes  delighted  hence  a  wiser  man ; 

For  all  that  in  the  spacious  realm  of  Troy 
The  Greeks  and  Trojans  by  the  will  of  Heaven 
Endured  we  know,  and  all  that  comes  to  pass 
In  all  the  nations  of  the  fruitful  earth/5 

Then  Ulysses  prayed  that  they  would  loose  him,  nodding 
his  head,  for  their  ears  were  stopped;  but  they  plied  their  oars, 
and  put  new  bonds  upon  him.  But  after  the  island  was  passed, 
the  men  took  the  wax  from  their  ears  and  loosed  the  bonds  from 
Ulysses. 

After  this  they  saw  smoke  and  surf,  and  heard  a  mighty 
roar,  and  their  oars  dropped  out  of  their  hands  for  fear;  but 
Ulysses  bade  them  be  of  good  heart,  for  that  by  his  counsel  they 
had  escaped  other  dangers  in  past  time.  And  the  rowers  he 
bade  row  as  hard  as  they  might.  But  to  the  helmsman  he  said, 
“ Steer  the  ship  outside  the  smoke  and  the  surf,  and  steer  close 
to  the  cliffs,  lest  the  ship  shoot  off  unawares  and  lose  us.55  But 
of  Scylla  he  said  nothing,  fearing  lest  they  should  lose  heart  and 
cease  rowing  altogether.  Then  he  armed  himself,  and  stood  in 
the  prow  waiting  till  Scylla  should  appear. 

But  on  the  other  side  Charybdis  was  sucking  in  the  water  with 
a  horrible  noise,  and  with  eddies  so  deep  that  a  man  might  see 
the  sand  at  the  bottom.  But  while  they  looked  trembling  at 
this,  Scylla  caught  six  of  the  men  from  the  ship,  and  Ulysses 
heard  them  call  him  by  his  name  as  the  monster  carried  them 
away.  And  never,  he  said  in  after  days,  did  he  see  with  his  eyes 
so  piteous  a  sight. 

But  after  this  they  came  to  the  land  where  fed  the  oxen  of 
the  Sun.  And  Ulysses  said,  “Let  us  pass  by  this  island,  for 
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there  we  shall  find  the  greatest  evil  that  we  have  yet  suffered/5 
But  they  would  not  hearken;  only  they  said  that  the  next  day 
they  would  sail  again. 

Then  spake  Ulysses,  “Ye  constrain  me,  being  many  to  one. 

5  Yet  promise  me  this,  that  ye  will  not  take  any  of  the  sheep  or 
oxen,  for  if  ye  do  great  trouble  will  come  to  us.55 

So  they  promised.  But  for  a  whole  month  the  south  wind 
blew  and  ceased  not.  And  their  store  of  meat  and  drink  being 
spent,  they  caught  fishes  and  birds,  as  they  could,  being  sore 
10  pinched  with  hunger.  And  at  last  it  chanced  that  Ulysses,  being 
weary,  fell  asleep.  And  while  he  slept,  his  companions,  Eury- 
lochus  persuading  them,  took  of  the  oxen  of  the  Sun,  and  slew 
them,  for  they  said  that  their  need  was  great,  and  that  when 
they  came  to  their  own  land  they  would  build  a  temple  to  the 
15  Sun  to  make  amends.  But  the  Sun  was  very  wroth  with  them. 
And  a  great  and  dreadful  thing  happened,  for  the  hides  crept, 
and  the  meat  on  the  spits  bellowed. 

“0  Father  Jove,  and  all  ye  blessed  gods 
Who  never  die,  avenge  the  wrong  I  bear 
20  Upon  the  comrades  of  Laertes5  son, 

Ulysses,  who  have  foully  slain  my  beeves. 

In  which  I  took  delight  when5er  I  rose 
Into  the  starry  heaven,  and  when  again 
I  sank  from  heaven  to  earth.  If  for  the  wrong 
25  They  make  not  large  amends,  I  shall  go  down 

To  Hades,  there  to  shine  among  the  dead. 

The  cloud-compelling  Jupiter  replied: — 

‘Still  shine,  0  Sun  !  among  the  deathless  gods 
And  mortal  men,  upon  the  nourishing 'earth. 

30  Soon  will  I  cleave,  with  a  white  thunderbolt. 

Their  galley  in  the  midst  of  the  black  sea.5  55 

Six  days  they  feasted  on  the  oxen,  and  on  the  seventh  they 
set  sail.  But  when  they  were  now  out  of  sight  of  land,  Zeus 
brought  up  a  great  storm  over  the  sea,  and  a  mighty  west  wind 
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blew,  breaking  both  the  forestay  and  the  backstay  of  the  mast, 
so  that  it  fell.  And  after  this  a  thunderbolt  struck  the  ship, 
and  all  the  men  that  were  in  it  fell  overboard  and  died.  But 
Ulysses  lashed  the  keel  to  the  mast  with  the  backstay,  and  on 
5  these  he  sat,  borne  by  the  winds  across  the  sea. 

All  night  was  he  borne  along,  and  in  the  morning  he  came 
to  Charybdis.  And  it  chanced  that  Charybdis  was  then  sucking 
in  the  water ;  but  Ulysses,  springing  up,  clung  to  a  wild  fig-tree 
that  grew  from  the  rock,  but  could  find  no  rest  for  his  feet,  nor 
10  yet  could  climb  into  the  tree.  All  day  long  he  clung,  waiting 
till  the  raft  should  come  forth  again;  and  at  evening  the  raft 
came  forth.  Then  he  loosed  his  hands  and  fell,  so  that  he  sat 
astride  upon  the  raft. 

After  this  he  was  borne  for  nine  days  upon  the  sea,  till  he 
15  came  to  the  island  Ogygia,  where  dwelt  the  goddess  Calypso. 

In  this  island  Ulysses  abode  seven  years,  much  against  his 
will,  thinking  always  of  his  home  and  his  wife  and  his  young 
son.  And  when  the  seven  years  were  ended,  Athene,  who  had 
ever  loved  him  much,  spake  to  Zeus,  complaining  much  that 
20  one  so  wise  had  been  so  long  balked  of  his  return. 

Then  said  Zeus  that  it  should  not  be  so  any  longer,  for 
that  Poseidon  must  give  up  his  wrath  against  the  man,  if  all  the 
other  gods  were  of  one  mind. 

Then  said  Athene  to  Zeus,  “Do  thou  send  Hermes,  thy  mes- 
25  senger,  to  Calypso,  that  she  let  Ulysses  depart,  and  I  will  go  to 
Ithaca  to  Telemachus,  to  bid  him  go  search  for  his  father;  for 
indeed  it  is  but  seemly  that  he  should  do  so,  now  that  he  is  come 
to  man’s  estate.” 

So  she  went  to  Ithaca  in  the  guise  of  a  young  man,  a 
30  stranger. 

Now  there  were  gathered  in  the  house  of  Ulysses  "many 
princes  from  the  islands,  suitors  of  the  Queen  Penelope,  for  they 
said  that  Ulysses  was  dead,  and  that  she  should  choose  another 
husband.  These  were  gathered  together,  and  were  sitting  play- 
35  ing  draughts  and  feasting.  And  Telemachus  sat  among  them, 
o  jij'i  a  te  lem'a  kus 
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vexed  at  heart,  for  they  wasted  his  substance,  neither  was  he 
master  in  his  house. 

Penelope  put  off  making  a  choice  among  the  suitors  by  say¬ 
ing,  “Hasten  not  my  marriage  till  I  finish  this  web  to  be  a 
burial  cloth  for  Laertes.”  So  she  spake  and  for  three  years  she 
undid  at  night  what  she  wove  during  the  day. 

Athene  put  might  and  courage  into  the  heart  of  Telemachus 
and  urged  him  to  seek  news  of  his  father. 

Straightway  he  set  out  and  went  first  to  Pylos  where  dwelt 
the  old  Kestor  and  then  to  Sparta,  even  to  the  palace  of  King 
Menelaus.  The  king  told  him  that  Ulysses  was  still  alive  and 
that  the  nymph  Calypso  was  keeping  him  against  his  will  upon 
the  island  of  Ogygia. 


CHAPTER  FOUR 
ULYSSES  ON  HIS  RAFT 

While  Telemachus  was  yet  sojourning  in  Sparta,  Zeus  sent 
Hermes  to  Calypso,  to  bid  her  that  she  should  let  Ulysses  go. 
So  Hermes  donned  his  golden  sandals,  and  took  his  wand  in 
his  hand,  and  came  to  the  island  of  Ogygia,  and  to  the  cave 
where  Calypso  dwelt.  A  fair  place  it  was.  In  the  cave  was 
burning  a  fire  of  sweet-smelling  wood,  and  Calypso  sat  at  her 
loom  and  sang  with  a  lovely  voice.  And  round  about  the  cave 
was  a  grove  of  alders  and  poplars  and  cypresses,  wherein  many 
birds,  falcons  and  owls  and  sea-crows,  were  wont  to  roost;  and 
all  about  the  mouth  of  the  cave  was  a  vine  with  purple  clusters 
of  grapes;  and  there  were  four  fountains  which  streamed  four 
ways  through  meadows  of  parsley  and  violet.  But  Ulysses  was 
not  there,  for  he  sat,  as  was  his  wont,  on  the  sea-shore,  weeping 
and  groaning  because  he  might  not  see  wife  and  home  and 
country. 

And  Calypso  spied  Hermes,  and  bade  him  come  within,  and 
gave  him  meat  and  drink,  ambrosia  and  nectar,  which  are  the 
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food  of  the  gods.  And  when  he  had  ended  his  meal,  she  asked 
him  of  his  errand.  So  he  told  her  that  he  was  come,  at  the 
bidding  of  Zeus,  in  the  matter  of  Ulysses,  for  that  it  w~as  the 
pleasure  of  the  gods  that  he  should  return  to  his  native  country, 
and  that  she  should  not  hinder  him  any  more.  It  vexed  Calypso 
much  to  hear  this,  for  she  would  fain  have  kept  Ulysses  with 
her  always,  and  she  said — 

“Ye  gods  are  always  jealous  when  a  goddess  loves  a  mortal 
man.  And  as  for  UUsses,  did  not  I  save  him  when  Zeus  had 
smitten  his  ship  with  a  thunderbolt,  and  all  his  comrades  had 
perished?  And  now  let  him  go — if  it  pleases  Zeus.  Only  I 
cannot  send  him,  for  I  have  neither  ship  nor  rowers.  Yet  will 
I  willingly  teach  him  how  he  may  safely  return.” 

And  Hermes  said,  “Do  this  thing  speedily,  lest  Zeus  be  wroth 
with  thee.” 

So  he  departed.  And  Calypso  went  seeking  Ulysses,  and 
found  him  on  the  shore  of  the  sea,  looking  out  over  the  waters, 
as  was  his  wont,  and  weeping,  for  he  was  weary  of  his  life,  so 
much  did  he  desire  to  see  Ithaca  again.  She  stood  by  him  and 
said — 

“Weary  not  for  thy  native  country,  nor  waste  thyself  with 
tears.  If  thou  wilt  go,  I  will  speed  thee  on  thy  way.  Take  there¬ 
fore  thine  axe  and  cut  thee  beams,  and  join  them  together,  and 
make  a  deck  upon  them,  and  I  will  give  thee  bread  and  water 
and  wine,  and  clothe  thee  also,  so  that  thou  mayest  return  safe  to 
thy  native  country,  for  the  gods  will  have  it  so.” 

“Ya y,”  said  Ulysses,  “what  is  this  that  thou  sayest?  Shall 
I  pass  in  a  raft  over  the  dreadful  sea,  over  which  even  ships  go 
not  without  harm?  I  will  not  go  against  thy  will;  but  thou 
must  swear  the  great  oath  of  the  gods  that  thou  plannest  no  evil 
against  me.” 

Then  Calypso  smiled  and  said,  “These  are  strange  words.  By 
the  Styx  I  swear  that  I  plan  no  harm  against  thee,  but  only  such 
good  as  I  would  ask  myself,  did  I  need  it:  for  indeed  my  heart 
is  not  of  iron,  but  rather  full  of  compassion.” 
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Then  they  two  went  to  the  cave  and  sat  down  to  meat,  and 
she  set  before  him  food  such  as  mortal  men  eat,  but  she  herself 
ate  ambrosia  and  drank  nectar,  as  the  gods  are  wont.  And 
afterwards  she  said — 

5  “Why  art  thou  so  eager  for  thy  home  ?  Surely  if  thou  knewest 
all  the  trouble  that  awaits  thee,  thou  wouldst  not  go,  but  wouldst 
rather  dwell  with  me.  And  though  thou  desirest  all  the  day  long 
to  see  thy  wife,  surely  I  am  not  less  fair  than  she.” 

“Be  not  angry,”  Ulysses  made  reply.  “The  wise  Penelope 
10  cannot  indeed  be  compared  to  thee,  for  she  is  a  mortal  woman 
and  thou  art  a  goddess.  Yet  is  my  home  dear  to  me,  and  I 
would  fain  see  it  again.” 

The  next  day,  so  soon  as  early  Dawn  shone  forth,  the  rosy- 
fingered,  Calypso  gave  him  an  axe  with  a  handle  of  olive  wood, 
15  and  an  adze,  and  took  him  to  the  end  of  the  island,  where  there 
were  great  trees,  long  ago  sapless  and  dry,  alder  and  poplar 
and  pine.  Of  these  he  felled  twenty,  and  lopped  them,  and 
worked  them  by  the  line.  Then  the  goddess  brought  him  augers, 
and  he  made  holes  in  the  logs  and  joined  them  with  pegs.  And 
20  he  made  decks  and  side-planking  also;  also  a  mast  and  a  yard, 
and  a  rudder  wherewith  to  turn  the  raft.  And  he  fenced  it  about 
with  a  bulwark  of  osier  against  the  waves.  The  sails,  indeed. 
Calypso  wove,  and  Ulysses  fitted  them  with  braces  and  halyards. 
And  afterwards,  with  ropes,  he  moored  the  raft  to  the  shore. 

25  On  the  fourth  day  all  was  finished,  and  on  the  fifth  day  he 
departed.  x4nd  Calypso  gave  him  goodly  garments,  and  a  skin  of 
wine,  and  a  skin  of  water,  and  rich  provender  in  a  wallet  of 
leather.  She  sent  also  a  fair  wind  blowing  behind,  and  Ulysses 
set  his  sails  and  proceeded  joyfully  on  his  way;  nor  did  he  sleep, 
30  but  watched  the  sun  and  the  stars,  still  steering,  as  indeed 
Calypso  had  bidden,  to  the  left.  So  he  sailed  for  seventeen 
days,  and  on  the  eighteenth  he  saw  the  hills  of  Phaeacia  and  the 
land,  which  had  the  shape  of  a  shield. 

But  Poseidon  spied  him  as  he  sailed,  and  was  wroth  to  see 
35  him  so  near  to  the  end  of  his  troubles.  Wherefore  he  sent  all  the 


f  e  a'shi  a 


The  Story  of  Ulysses 


195 


winds  of  heaven  down  upon  him.  Sore  troubled  was  Ulysses,  and 
said  to  himself,  “It  was  truth  that  Calypso  spake  when  she  said 
how  that  I  should  suffer  many  troubles  returning  to  my  home. 
Would  that  I  had  died  that  day  when  many  a  spear  was  cast  by 
5  the  men  of  Troy  over  the  dead  Achilles.  Then  would  the  Greeks 
have  buried  me ;  but  now  shall  I  perish  miserably.” 

And  as  he  spake  a  great  wave  struck  the  raft  and  tossed  him 
far  away,  so  that  he  dropped  the  rudder  from  his  hand.  Nor  for 
a  long  time  could  he  rise,  so  deep  was  he  sunk,  and  so  heavy  was 
10  the  goodly  clothing  wdiich  Calypso  had  given  him.  Yet  at  the 
last  he  rose,  and  spat  the  salt  water  out  of  his  mouth,  and,  so 
brave  was  he,  sprang  at  the  raft  and  caught  it  and  sat  thereon, 
and  was  borne  hither  and  thither  by  the  wTaves.  Now  the  South 
Wind  would  toss  it  to  the  North  to  carry,  and  now  again  the  East 
15  would  yield  it  to  the  West  to  chase.  But  Ino  saw  him  and 
pitied  him — a  woman  she  had  been,  and  was  now  a  goddess  of  the 
sea — and  came  and  sat  upon  the  waves,  saying — 

“Luckless  mortal,  why  doth  Poseidon  hate  thee  so  ?  He  shall 
not  slay  thee,  though  he  fain  would  do  it.  Put  off  these  gar- 
20  ments  and  swim  to  the  land  of  Phaeacia,  putting  this  veil  under 
thy  breast.  And  when  thou  art  come  to  the  land,  loose  it  from 
thee,  and  cast  it  into  the  sea.” 

But  Ulysses  doubted  what  this  might  be,  and  thought  that 
he  would  yet  stay  on  the  raft  while  the  timbers  held  together, 
25  for  that  the  land  was  far  away.  But  as  he  thought,  yet  another 
great  wave  struck  it,  and  scattered  the  timbers.  And  he  sat  upon 
one  of  them,  as  a  man  sits  upon  a  horse;  and  then  he  stripped 
off  the  garments  which  Calypso  had  given  him,  and  so,  leaping 
into  the  sea,  made  to  swim  to  the  land. 

30  And  Poseidon  saw  him,  and  said,  “Get  to  the  shore  if  thou 
eanst,  but  even  so  thou  art  not  come  to  the  end  of  thy  troubles.” 

So  for  two  days  and  two  nights  he  swam,  Athene  helping  him, 
for  otherwise  he  had  perished.  But  on  the  third  day  there  was 
a  calm,  and  he  saw  from  the  top  of  a  great  wave,  for  the  waves 
35  were  yet  high,  the  land,  close  at  hand.  Dear  as  a  father  to  his 
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son,  rising  up  from  grievous  sickness,  so  dear  was  the  land  to 
Ulysses.  But  when  he  came  near  he  heard  the  waves  breaking 
along  the  shore,  for  there  was  no  harbor  there,  but  only  cliffs 
and  rugged  rocks. 

5  And  while  he  doubted  what  he  should  do,  a  great  wave  bore 
him  to  the  shore.  Then  would  he  have  perished,  all  his  bones 
being  broken;  but  Athene  put  it  in  his  heart  to  lay  hold  of  a 
great  rock  till  the  wave  had  spent  itself.  And  even  then  had 
he  died,  for  the  ebb  caught  him  and  bore  him  far  out  to  sea; 
10  but  he  bethought  him  that  he  would  swim  along,  if  haply 
he  might  see  some  landing-place.  And  at  last  he  came  to  the 
mouth  of  a  river,  where  there  were  no  rocks.  Then  at  last  he 
won  his  way  to  the  land.  His  knees  were  bent  under  him  and  his 
hands  dropped  at  his  side,  and  the  salt  water  ran  out  of  his 
15  mouth  and  nostrils.  Breathless  was  he  and  speechless ;  but  when 
he  came  to  himself,  he  loosed  the  veil  from  under  his  breast  and 
cast  it  into  the  sea. 

Then  he  lay  down  on  the  rushes  by  the  bank  of  the  river 
and  kissed  the  earth,  thinking  within  himself,  “What  now  shall 
20  I  do?  for  if  I  sleep  here  by  the  river,  I  fear  that  the  dew  and 
the  frost  may  slay  me ;  for  indeed  in  the  morning-time  the  wind 
from  the  river  blows  cold.  And  if  I  go  up  to  the  wood,  to  lay  me 
down  to  sleep  in  the  thicket,  I  fear  that  some  evil  beast  may 
devour  me.” 

25  But  it  seemed  better  to  go  to  the  wood.  So  he  went.  How 
this  was  close  to  the  river,  and  he  found  two  bushes,  of  wild 
olive  one,  and  of  fruitful  olive  the  other.  So  thickly  grown 
together  were  they,  that  the  winds  blew  not  through  them,  nor 
did  the  sun  pierce  them,  nor  yet  the  rain.  Thereunder  crept 
30  Ulysses,  and  found  great  stores  of  leaves,  shelter  enough  for  two 
or  three,  even  in  a  great  storm.  Then,  even  as  a  man  who  dwells 
apart  from  others  cherishes  his  fire,  hiding  it  under  the  ashes,  so 
Ulysses  cherished  his  life  under  the  leaves.  And  Athene  sent 
down  upon  his  eyelids  deep  sleep,  that  might  ease  him  of  his 
35  toil. 
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CHAPTER  FIVE 

IN  THE  LAND  OF  THE  PH.EACIANS 

Xow  the  king  of  Phaeacia  was  Alcinous,  and  he  had  five  sons 
and  one  daughter,  Xausicaa.  To  her,  where  she  slept  with  her 
two  maidens  by  her,  Athene  went,  taking  the  shape  of  Xausicaa’s 
friend,  and  said  — - 

5  “Why  hath  thy  mother  so  idle  a  daughter,  Xausicaa?  Lo ! 
thy  garments  lie  unwashed,  and  thy  wedding  must  be  near,  seeing 
that  many  nobles  in  the  land  are  suitors  to  thee.  Ask  then  thy 
father  that  he  give  thee  the  wagon  with  the  mules,  for  the  places 
where  we  must  w^ash  are  far  from  the  city,  and  I  will  go  with 
10  thee.” 

And  wdien  Dawn,  the  rosy-fingered,  shone  forth,  Xausicaa 
awoke,  marvelling  at  the  dream,  and  went  seeking  her  parents. 
Her  mother  she  found  busy  with  her  maidens  at  the  loom,  and 
her  father  she  met  as  he  was  going  to  the  council  with  the  chiefs 
15  of  the  land.  Then  she  said,  “Give  me,  father,  the  wagon  with 
the  mules,  that  I  may  take  the  garments  to  the  river  to  wash 
them.  Thou  shouldst  always  have  clean  robes  when  thou  goest 
to  the  council,  and  there  are  my  five  brothers  also,  who  love 
to  have  newly  washed  garments  at  the  dance.” 

20  But  of  her  own  marriage  she  said  nothing.  And  her  father, 
knowing  her  thoughts,  said,  “It  is  well.  The  men  shall  harness 
the  wagon  for  thee.” 

So  they  put  the  clothing  into  the  wagon.  And  her  mother 
put  also  food  and  wine,  and  olive  oil  also,  wherewith  she  and 
25  her  maidens  might  anoint  themselves  after  the  bath.  So  they 
climbed  into  the  wagon  and  went  to  the  river.  And  then  they 
washed  the  clothing,  and  spread  it  out  to  dry  on  the  rocks  by 
the  sea.  And  after  they  had  bathed  and  anointed  themselves, 
they  sat  down  to  eat  and  drink  by  the  river  side;  and  after  the 
30  meal  they  played  at  ball,  singing  as  they  played,  and  Xausicaa, 
fair  as  Artemis  when  she  hunts  wild  goats  and  stags,  led  the 
al  sin'o  us  naw  sik'a  a 
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song.  But  when  they  had  nearly  ended  their  play,  the  princess, 
throwing  the  ball  to  one  of  her  maidens,  cast  it  so  wide  that  it 
fell  into  the  river.  Whereupon  they  all  cried  aloud,  and  Ulysses 
awoke.  And  he  said  to  himself,  “What  is  this  land  to  which  I 
5  have  come?  Are  they  that  dwell  therein  tierce  or  kind  to 
strangers?  Just  now  I  seemed  to  hear  the  voice  of  nymphs,  or 
am  I  near  the  dwellings  of  men?” 

Then  he  gazed  about  him  in  bewilderment,  and  rose  up  and 
went  towards  the  maidens,  who  indeed  were  frightened  to  see 
10  him,  for  he  was  wild  of  aspect,  and  tied  hither  and  thither.  But 
Nausicaa  stood  and  tied  not.  Then  Ulysses  thought  within  him¬ 
self,  should  he  go  near  and  clasp  her  knees,  or,  lest  haply  this 
should  anger  her,  should  he  stand  and  speak  ?  And  this  he  did, 
saying — 

IS  “I  am  thy  suppliant,  0  queen.  Whether  thou  art  a  goddess, 
I  know  not.  But  if  thou  art  a  mortal,  happy  thy  father  and 
mother,  and  happy  thy  brothers,  and  happiest  of  all  he  who  shall 
win  thee  in  marriage.  Never  have  I  seen  man  or  woman  so 
fair.  Thou  art  like  a  young  palm-tree  that  but  lately  I  saw  in 
20  Delos,  springing  by  the  temple  of  the  god.  But  as  for  me,  I 
have  been  cast  on  this  shore,  having  come  from  the  island 
Ogygia.  Pity  me,  then,  and  lead  me  to  the  city,  and  give  me 
something,  a  wrapper  of  this  linen,  maybe,  to  put  about  me.  So 
may  the  gods  give  thee  all  blessings !” 

25  And  Nausicaa  made  answer,  “Thou  seemest,  stranger,  to  he 
neither  evil  nor  foolish;  and  as  for  thy  plight,  the  gods  give 
good  fortune  or  bad,  as  they  will.  Thou  shalt  not  lack  clothing 
or  food,  or  anything  that  a  suppliant  should  have.  And  I  will 
take  thee  to  the  city.  Know  also  that  this  land  is  Phaeacia,  and 
30  that  I  am  daughter  to  Alcinous,  who  is  king  thereof.” 

Then  she  called  to  her  maidens,  “What  mean  ye,  to  flee 
when  ye  see  a  stranger?  No  enemy  comes  hither  to  harm  us, 
for  we  are  dear  to  the  gods,  and  also  we  live  in  an  island  of  the 
sea,  so  that  men  may  not  approach  to  work  us  wrong ;  but  if  one 
35  cometh  here  overborne  by  trouble,  it  is  well  to  succour  him. 
tle'los 
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Give  this  man,  therefore,  food  and  drink,  and  wash  him  in  the 
river,  where  there  is  shelter  from  the  wind.” 

So  they  brought  him  down  to  the  river,  and  gave  him  a 
tunic  and  a  cloak  to  clothe  himself  withal,  and  also  olive-oil  in  a 
5  flask  of  gold.  Then,  at  his  bidding,  they  departed  a  little  space, 
and  he  washed  the  salt  from  his  skin  and  out  of  his  hair,  and 
anointed  himself,  and  put  on  the  clothing.  And  Athene  made 
him  taller  and  fairer  to  see,  and  caused  the  hair  to  be  thick  on  his 
head,  in  colour  as  a  hyacinth.  Then  he  sat  down  on  the  sea- 
10  shore,  right  beautiful  to  behold,  and  the  maiden  said — 

“Not  without  some  bidding  of  the  gods  comes  this  man  to 
our  land.  Before,  indeed,  I  deemed  him  uncomely,  but  now  he 
seems  like  to  the  gods.  I  should  be  well  content  to  have  such  a 
man  for  a  husband,  and  maybe  he  might  will  to  abide  in  this  land. 
15  But  give  him,  ye  maidens,  food  and  drink.” 

So  they  gave  him,  and  he  ate  eagerly,  having  fasted  long. 
Then  Nausicaa.  bade  yoke  the  mules,  and  said  to  Ulysses — 
“Follow  thou  with  the  maidens,  and  I  will  lead  the  way  in 
the  wagon.  For  I  would  not  that  the  people  should  speak  lightly 
20  of  me,  seeing  me  in  company  with  a  stranger.  Do  thou,  then, 
follow  behind,  and  when  we  are  come  to  the  city,  tarry  in  a  pop¬ 
lar  grove  that  thou  shalt  see,  ’tis  the  grove  of  Athene,  till  I  shall 
have  come  to  my  father’s  house.  Then  follow ;  and  for  the  house, 
that  any  one,  even  a  child,  can  show  thee,  for  the  other  Phae- 
25  acians  dwell  not  in  such.  And  when  thou  art  come  within  the 
doors,  pass  quickly  through  the  hall  to  where  my  mother  sits. 
Close  to  the  hearth  is  her  seat,  and  my  father’s  hard  by,  where 
he  sits  with  the  wine  cup  in  his  hand,  as  a  god.  Pass  him  by  and 
lay  hold  of  her  knees,  and  pray  her  that  she  give  thee  safe  return 
30  to  thy  country.” 

It  was  evening  when  they  came  to  the  city.  And  Nausicaa 
drove  the  wagon  to  the  palace.  Then  her  brothers  came  out  to 
her,  and  loosed  the  mules  and  carried  in  the  clothing.  Then 
she  went  to  her  chamber,  where  her  nurse  lighted  a  fire  and  pre- 
35  pared  a  meal.  Meanwhile  Ulysses  came  from  the  grove,  and  lest 
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any  one  should  see  him,  Athene  spread  a  mist  about  him,  and 
when  he  had  now  reached  the  city7',  she  took  the  shape  of  a  young 
maiden  carrying  a  pitcher,  and  met  him. 

Then  Ulysses  asked  her,  “My  child,  canst  thou  tell  me  where 
5  dwells  Alcinous  ?  for  I  am  a  stranger  in  this  place/’ 

And  she  answered,  “I  will  show  thee,  for  indeed  he  dwells 
nigh  to  my  own  father.  But  be  thou  silent,  for  we  Phseacians 
love  not  strangers  over  much.”  Then  she  led  him  to  the  palace. 
A  wondrous  place  it  was,  wfith  wralls  of  brass  and  doors  of  gold, 
10  hanging  on  posts  of  silver;  and  on  either  side  of  the  door  were 
dogs  of  gold  and  silver,  the  work  of  Hephaestus,  and  against  the 
wall,  all  along  from  the  threshold  to  the  inner  chamber,  were 
set  seats,  on  which  sat  the  chiefs  of  the  Phaeacians,  feasting ;  and 
youths  wrought  in  gold  stood  holding  torches  in  their  hands,  to 
15  give  light  in  the  darkness.  Fifty  women  were  in  the  house  grind¬ 
ing  corn  and  weaving  robes,  for  the  women  of  the  land  are  no  less 
skilled  to  weave  than  are  the  men  to  sail  the  sea.  And  round 
about  the  house  were  gardens  beautiful  exceedingly,  with  orchards 
of  fig,  and  apple,  and  pear,  and  pomegranate,  and  olive.  Drought 
20  hurts  them  not,  nor  frost,  and  harvest  comes  after  harvest  with¬ 
out  ceasing.  Also  there  was  a  vineyard ;  and  some  of  the  grapes 
were  parching  in  the  sun,  and  some  were  being  gathered,  and 
some  again  were  but  just  turning  red.  And  there  were  beds  of 
all  manner  of  flowers ;  and  in  the  midst  of  all  were  two  fountains 
25  which  never  failed. 

These  things  Ulysses  regarded  for  a  space,  and  then  passed 
into  the  hall.  And  there  the  chiefs  of  Phaeacia  were  drinking 
their  last  cup  to  Hermes.  Quickly  he  passed  through  them,  and 
put  his  hands  on  the  knees  of  Arete  and  said — and  as  he  spake 
30  the  mist  cleared  from  about  him,  and  all  that  were  in  the  hall 
beheld  him — 

“I  am  a  suppliant  to  thee,  and  to  thy  husband,  and  to  thy 
guests.  The  gods  bless  thee  and  them,  and  grant  you  to  live  in 
peace,  and  that  your  children  should  come  peacefully  after  you. 
35  Only,  do  you  send  me  home  to  my  native  country.” 
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And  lie  sat  down  in  the  ashes  of  the  hearth.  Then  for  a 
space  all  were  silent,  but  at  the  last  spake  one,  who  was  the  oldest 
man  in  the  land — 

“King  Alcinous,  this  ill  becomes  yon  that  this  man  should 
sit  in  the  ashes  of  the  hearth.  Eaise  him  and  bid  him  sit  upon 
a  seat,  and  let  us  pour  out  to  Father  Zeus,  who  is  the  friend  of 
suppliants,  and  let  the  keeper  of  the  house  give  him  meat  and 
drink.” 

And  Alcinous  did  so,  bidding  his  eldest  born,  Laodamas,  rise 
from  his  seat.  And  an  attendant  poured  water  on  his  hands, 
and  the  keeper  of  the  house  gave  him  meat  and  drink.  Then, 
when  all  had  poured  out  to  Father  Zeus,  King  Alcinous  said 
that  they  would  take  counsel  on  the  morrow  about  sending  this 
stranger  to  his  home.  And  they  answered  that  it  should  be  so, 
and  each  went  to  his  home.  Only  Ulysses  was  left  in  the  hall, 
and  Alcinous  and  Arete  with  him.  And  Arete  saw  his  cloak  and 
tunic,  that  she  and  her  maidens  had  made  them,  and  said — 

“Whence  art  thou,  stranger?  and  who  gave  thee  these  gar¬ 
ments  ?” 

So  Ulysses  told  her  how  he  had  come  from  the  island  of 
Calypso,  and  what  he  had  suffered,  and  how  Kausicaa  had  found 
him  on  the  shore,  and  had  guided  him  to  the  city. 

But  Alcinous  blamed  the  maiden  that  she  had  not  herself 
brought  him  to  the  house.  “For  thou  wast  her  suppliant,”  he 
said. 

“Kay,”  said  Ulysses;  “she  would  have  brought  me,  but  I 
would  not,  fearing  thy  wrath.”  For  he  would  not  have  the 
maiden  blamed. 

Then  said  Alcinous,  “I  am  not  one  to  be  angered  for  such 
cause.  Gladly  would  I  have  such  a  one  as  thou  art  to  be  my  son- 
in-law,  and  I  would  give  him  house  and  wealth.  But  no  one 
would  I  stay  against  his  will.  And  as  for  sending  thee  to  thy 
home,  that  is  easy ;  for  thou  shalt  sleep,  and  they  shall  take  thee 
meanwhile.” 

And  after  this  they  slept.  And  the  next  day  the  king  called 
la  od'a  mas 
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the  chiefs  to  an  assembly,  and  told  them  of  his  purpose,  that  he 
would  send  this  stranger  to  his  home,  for  that  it  was  their  wont  to 
show  such  kindness  to  such  as  needed  it.  And  he  bade  fifty  and 
two  of  the  younger  men  to  make  ready  a  ship,  and  that  the  elders 
5  should  come  to  his  house,  and  bring  Demodocus,  the  minstrel, 
with  them,  for  that  he  was  minded  to  make  a  great  feast  for  this 
stranger  before  he  departed.  So  the  youths  made  ready  the  ship. 
And  afterwards  there  were  gathered  together  a  great  multitude, 
so  that  the  palace  was  filled  from  the  one  end  to  the  other.  And 
10  Alcinous  slew  for  them  twelve  sheep  and  eight  swine  and  two 
oxen.  And  when  they  had  feasted  to  the  full,  the  minstrel  sang 
to  them  of  Achilles  and  Ulysses.  But  when  Ulysses  heard  the 
song,  he  wept,  holding  his  mantle  before  his  face. 

This  Alcinous  perceived,  and  said  to  the  chiefs,  “Now  that 
15  we  have  feasted  and  delighted  ourselves  with  song,  let  us  go  forth, 
that  this  stranger  may  see  that  we  are  skilful  in  boxing  and 
wrestling  and  running.” 

So  they  went  forth,  a  herald  leading  Demodocus  by  the  hand, 
for  the  minstrel  was  blind.  Then  stood  up  many  Phseacian 
20  youths,  and  the  fairest  and  strongest  of  them  all  was  Laodamas, 
eldest  son  to  the  king,  and  after  him  Euryalus.  These  strove 
with  one  another  in  feats  of  racing,  wrestling,  boxing,  throwing 
the  quoit,  and  in  leaping  at  the  bar. 

Then  Laodamas,  Euryalus  urging  him,  said  to  Ulysses, 
25  “Father,  wilt  thou  not  try  thy  skill  in  some  game,  and  put  away 
the  trouble  from  thy  heart  ?” 

But  Ulysses  answered,  “Why  askest  thou  this  ?  I  think  of  my 
troubles  rather  than  of  sport,  and  sit  among  you,  caring  only  that 
I  may  see  again  my  home.” 

3Q  Then  said  Euryalus,  “And  in  very  truth,  stranger,  thou  hast 
not  the  look  of  a  wrestler  or  boxer.  Bather  would  one  judge  thee 
to  be  some  trader,  who  sails  over  the  sea  for  gain.” 

“Nay,”  answered  Ulycses,  “this  is  ill  said.  So  true  is  it 
that  the  gods  give  not  all  gifts  to  all  men,  beauty  to  one  and 
sweet  speech  to  another.  Fair  of  form  art  thou,  no  god  could 
tie  mSd'o  kus  u  rl'a  lus 
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better  thee;  but  thou  speakest  idle  words.  I  am  not  unskilled  in 
these  things,  but  stood  among  the  first  in  the  old  days ;  but  since 
have  I  suffered  much  in  battle  and  shipwreck.  Yet  will  I  make 
trial  of  my  strength,  for  thy  words  have  angered  me/’ 

5  Whereupon  he  took  a  quoit,  heavier  far  than  such  as  the 
Phaeacians  were  wont  to  throw,  and  sent  it  with  a  whirl.  It 
hurtled  through  the  air,  so  that  the  brave  Phaeacians  crouched 
to  the  ground  in  fear,  and  fell  far  beyond  all  the  rest. 

Then  said  Ulysses,  “Come  now,  I  will  contend  in  wrestling 
10  or  boxing,  or  even  in  the  race,  with  any  man  in  Phaeacia,  save 
Laodamas  only,  for  he  is  my  friend.  I  can  shoot  with  the  bow, 
and  I  can  cast  a  spear  as  far  as  other  men  can  shoot  an  arrow. 
But  as  for  the  race,  it  may  be  that  some  one  might  outrun  me, 
for  I  have  suffered  much  on  the  sea.” 

15  But  they  were  all  silent,  till  the  king  stood  up  and  said, 
“Thou  hast  spoken  well.  But  we  men  of  Phaeacia  are  not  mighty 
to  wrestle  or  to  box;  only  we  are  swift  of  foot,  and  skilful  to 
sail  upon  the  sea.  And  we  love  feasts,  and  dances,  and  the  harp, 
and  gay  clothing,  and  the  bath.  In  these  things  no  man  may 
20  surpass  us.” 

Then  the  king  bade  Demodocus  the  minstrel  sing  again.  And 
when  he  had  done  so,  the  king’s  two  sons.  Alius  and  Laodamas, 
danced  together;  and  afterwards  they  played  with  the  ball, 
throwing  it  into  the  air,  cloud  high,  and  catching  it  right 
25  skilfully. 

And  afterwards  the  king  said,  “Let  us  each  give  this  stranger 
a  mantle  and  a  tunic  and  a  talent  of  gold,  and  let  Euryalus  make 
his  peace  with  words  and  with  a  gift.” 

And  they  all  said  that  it  should  be  so;  also  Euryalus  gave 
30  Ulysses  a  sword  with  a  hilt  of  silver  and  a  scabbard  of  ivory. 
And  after  this  Ulysses  went  to  the  bath,  and  then  they  all  sat 
down  to  the  feast.  But  as  he  went  to  the  hall,  Yausicaa,  fair  as 
a  goddess,  met  him  and  said — 

“Hail,  stranger ;  thou  wilt  remember  me  in  thy  native  country, 
35  for  thou  owest  me  thanks  for  thy  life.” 
a'li  us 
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And  he  answered,  “Every  day  in  my  native  country  will  I 
remember  thee,  for  indeed,  fair  maiden,  thou  didst  save  my  life.” 

And  when  they  were  seated  at  the  feast,  Ulysses  sent  a 
portion  of  the  chine  which  the  king  had  caused  to  be  set  before 
5  him  to  the  minstrel  Demodocus,  with  a  message  that  he  should 
sing  to  them  of  the  horse  of  wood  and  how  Ulysses  brought  it  into 
Troy,  full  of  men  of  war  who  should  destroy  the  city. 

Then  the  minstrel  sang  how  that  some  of  the  Greeks  sailed 
away,  having  set  fire  to  their  tents,  and  some  hid  themselves  in 
10  the  horse  with  Ulysses,  and  how  the  men  of  Troy  sat  around, 
taking  counsel  what  they  should  do  with  it,  and  some  judged 
that  they  should  rip  it  open,  and  some  that  they  should  throw 
it  from  the  hill-top,  and  others  again  that  they  should  leave  it 
to  be  a  peace-offering  to  the  gods ;  and  how  the  Greeks  issued  forth 
15  from  their  lurking-place  and  spoiled  the  city. 

This  was  the  song  the  famous  minstrel  sang  and  Ulysses 
wept  to  hear  the  tale.  Now  none  of  all  the  company  marked 
him  weeping;  but  Alcinous  alone  noted  it  and  said  to  the 
Phseacians — 

20  “Let  Demodocus  cease  his  song,  for  it  is  no  wise  pleasing  to 
all.  Ever  since  the  minstrel  began  his  tale,  yonder  stranger  has 
not  ceased  his  weeping.  And  do  thou,  stranger,  tell  us  thy 
name,  thy  people,  and  thy  home.  Declare,  too,  why  this  tale  of 
Troy  moves  thee  to  tears.  Hadst  thou  a  relative  or  a  loving 
25  friend  who  fell  before  the  gates  of  Troy — for  a  loving  friend  is 
no  whit  worse  than  a  brother?” 

And  Ulysses  answered  him,  saying,  “Now  first  will  I  tell 
my  name.  Lo !  I  am  Ulysses,  son  of  Laertes,  and  I  dwelt  in 
clear-scene  Ithaca,  a  rugged  isle  but  a  good  nurse  of  noble 
30  youths;  and  for  myself  I  can  see  naught  beside  sweeter  than  a 
man’s  own  country.  But  come,  let  me  tell  thee,  too,  of  the 
troubles  of  my  journeying,  which  Zeus  laid  on  me  as  I  came 
from  Troy.” 

He  told  how  the  wind  which  drove  them  from  Troy  brought 
35  them  to  the  land  of  the  Cicones,  where  he  lost  six  men  from  each 
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ship.  Then  they  sailed  and  would  have  come  to  Ithaca  all 
unhurt,  but  the  North  Wind  swept  them  from  their  course  and 
drove  them  wandering  nine  whole  days  until  they  reached  the 
land  of  the  Lotus-eaters. 

5  Then  he  told  them  of  the  Cyclops  and  how  Poseidon’s  wrath 
had  followed  him;  of  Aeolus  and  the  bag  of  winds  and  of  the 
cruel  Laestrygonians  who  destroyed  eleven  of  his  ships  with  all 
their  company. 

He  told  them,  too,  of  Circe  and  his  descent  to  Hades;  of 
10  the  song  of  the  Sirens  and  the  dangers  of  Scylla  and  Charybdis ; 
how  his  men  had  eaten  of  the  cattle  of  the  Sun  and  how  Zeus 
sent  the  mighty  stroke  that  destroyed  his  ship  and  he  alone  was 
saved  clinging  to  a  plank;  of  the  nymph  Calypso  and  how  he 
dwelt  with  her  upon  her  wooded  isle. 

15  All  these  things  Ulysses  told,  all  that  he  had  done  and  all 
that  he  had  suffered  down  to  the  time  Nausicaa  found  him  on 
the  river  shore. 

Thus  he  spoke  and  dead  silence  fell  on  all  and  they  were 
spell-bound  throughout  the  shadowy  halls.  Then  Alcinous  com- 
20  manded  that  rich  gifts  be  brought  that  Ulysses  might  go  forth 
as  befitted  so  illustrious  a  guest. 

As  soon  as  early  Dawn  shone  forth,  the  rosy-fingered,  the 
gifts  were  brought  to  the  ship  and  then  all  betook  them  to 
the  palace  of  Alcinous  for  feasting  and  the  mighty  king  sacri- 
25  ficed  before  them  an  ox  to  Zeus  who  is  lord  of  all,  and  the 
divine  Demodocus  harped  before  them.  But  Ulysses  would 
ever  turn  his  head  to  the  splendor  of  the  sun,  as  one  fain  to 
hasten  its  setting,  so  "welcome  was  the  sinking  of  the  sunlight 
to  Ulysses.  Then  he  spoke  to  the  Phaeacians,  masters  of  the 
30  oar,  and  to  Alcinous  in  chief,  saying: 

“My  lord  Alcinous,  send  me  safe  upon  my  way  and  as  for 
you,  fare  ye  well.  For  now  have  I  all  that  my  heart  desired,  an 
escort  and  loving  gifts.  May  the  gods  of  heaven  give  me  good 
fortune  with  them  and  may  I  find  my  noble  wife  in  my  house 
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with  my  friends  unharmed;  and  may  the  gods  vouchsafe  all 
manner  of  good  to  you  and  may  no  evil  come  nigh  thy  people.” 

Therewith  goodly  Ulysses  stept  over  the  threshold  and  de¬ 
parted. 


CHAPTER  SIX 

ULYSSES  AXD  THE  SWIXEHERD 

Xow  Ulysses  slept  while  the  ship  was  sailing  to  Ithaca.  And 
when  it  was  come  to  the  shore  he  yet  slept.  Wherefore  the  men 
lifted  him  out,  and  put  him  on  the  shore  with  all  his  goods  that 
the  princes  of  the  Phasacians  had  given  him,  and  so  left  him. 
After  a  while  he  awoke,  and  knew  not  the  land,  for  there  was 
a  great  mist  about  him. 

But  as  he  walked  by  the  sea,  lamenting  his  fate,  Athene  met 
him,  having  the  shape  of  a  young  shepherd,  fair  to  look  upon, 
such  as  are  the  sons  of  kings ;  and  Ulysses,  when  he  saw  him,  was 
glad,  and  asked  him  how  men  called  the  country  wherein  he  was. 

And  the  shepherd  said,  “Thou  art  foolish,  or,  may  be,-  hast 
come  from  very  far,  not  to  know  this  country.  Many  men  know 
it,  both  in  the  east  and  in  the  west.  Eocky  it  is,  not  fit  for  horses, 
nor  is  it  very  broad ;  but  it  is  fertile  land,  and  full  of  wine ;  nor 
does  it  want  for  rain  and  a  good  pasture  it  is  for  oxen  and  goats ; 
and  men  call  it  Ithaca.  Even  in  Troy,  which  is  very  far  off, 
they  say,  from  this  land  of  Greece,  men  have  heard  of  Ithaca.” 

This  Ulysses  was  right  glad  to  hear.  Yet  he  was  not  minded 
to  say  who  he  was,  but  rather  to  feign  a  tale. 

This  pleased  Athene  much,  and  she  changed  her  shape,  becom¬ 
ing  like  a  woman,  tall  and  fair,  and  said  to  Ulysses — 

“I  am  Athene,  daughter  of  Zeus,  who  am  ever  wont  to  stand 
by  thee  and  help  thee.  And  now  we  will  hide  these  possessions 
of  thine;  and  thou  must  be  silent,  nor  tell  to  any  one  who 
thou  art,  and  endure  many  things,  so  that  thou  mavest  come 
to  thine  own  again.” 

But  still  Ulysses  doubted,  and  would  have  the  goddess  tell 
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him  whether  of  a  truth  he  had  come  back  to  his  native  land.  And 
she,  commending  his  prudence,  scattered  the  mist  that  was  about 

him. 

Then  Ulysses  knew  the  land,  and  kissed  the  ground,  and 
prayed  to  the  Nymphs  that  they  would  be  favourable  to  him. 
And  after  this  Athene  guiding  him,  he  hid  away  his  possessions 
in  a  cave,  and  put  a  great  stone  on  the  mouth.  Then  the  two 
took  counsel  together. 

And  Athene  said,  “Think,  man  of  many  devices,  how  thou 
wilt  lay  hands  on  these  men,  suitors  of  thy  wife,  who  for  three 
years  have  sat  in  thy  house  devouring  thy  substance.  And  she 
hath  answered  them  craftily,  making  many  promises,  but  still 
waiting  for  thy  coming.” 

Then  Ulysses  said,  “Truly  I  had  perished,  even  as  Agamem¬ 
non  perished,  but  for  thee.  But  do  thou  help  me,  as  of  old  in 
Troy,  for  with  thee  at  my  side  I  would  fight  with  three  hundred 
men.” 

Then  said  Athene,  “Lo !  I  will  cause  that  no  man  shall  know 
thee,  for  I  will  wither  the  fair  flesh  on  thy  limbs,  and  take  the 
bright  hair  from  thy  head,  and  make  thine  eyes  dull.  And  the 
suitors  shall  take  no  account  of  thee,  neither  shall  thy  wife  nor 
thy  son  know  thee.  But  go  to  the  swineherd  Eumseus,  where 
he  dwells  by  the  fountain  of  Arethusa,  for  he  is  faithful  to  thee 
and  to  thy  house.  And  I  will  hasten  to  Sparta,  to  the  house  of 
Menelaus,  to  fetch  Telemachus,  for  he  went  thither,  seeking  news 
of  thee.” 

Then  Athene  changed  him  into  the  shape  of  a  beggar-man. 
She  caused  his  skin  to  wither,  and  his  hair  to  fall  off,  and  his 
eyes  to  grow  dim,  and  put  on  him  filthy  rags,  with  a  great  stag’s 
hide  about  his  shoulders,  and  in  his  hand  a  staff,  and  a  wallet  on 
his  shoulder,  fastened  by  a  rope. 

Then  she  departed,  and  Ulysses  went  to  the  house  of  Eumaeus, 
the  swineherd.  A  great  courtyard  there  was,  and  twelve  sties 
for  the  sows,  and  four  watchdogs,  big  as  wild  beasts,  for  such  did 
the  swineherd  breed.  He  himself  was  shaping  sandals,  and  of 
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his  men  three  were  with  the  swine  in  the  fields,  and  one  was  driv¬ 
ing  a  fat  beast  to  the  city,  to  be  meat  for  the  suitors.  But  when 
Ulysses  came  near,  the  dogs  ran  upon  him,  and  he  dropped  his 
staff  and  sat  down,  and  yet  would  have  suffered  harm,  even  on  his 
5  own  threshold ;  but  the  swineherd  ran  forth  and  drove  away  the 
dogs,  and  brought  the  old  man  in,  and  gave  him  a  seat  of  brush¬ 
wood,  with  a  great  goat-skin  over  it. 

And  Ulysses  said,  “Zeus  and  the  other  gods  requite  thee  for 
this  kindness.” 

10  Then  the  two  talked  of  matters  in  Ithaca,  and  Eumaeus  told 
how  the  suitors  of  the  queen  were  devouring  the  substance  of 
Ulysses.  Then  the  beggar  asked  him  of  the  king,  saying  that 
perchance,  having  travelled  far,  he  might  know  such  an  one. 

But  Eumaeus  said,  “Na}^  old  man,  thus  do  all  wayfarers  talk, 
15  jet  we  hear  no  truth  from  them.  Not  a  vagabond  fellow  comes 
to  this  island  but  our  queen  must  see  him,  and  ask  him  many 
things,  weeping  the  while.  And  thou,  I  doubt  not,  for  a  cloak 
or  a  tunic,  would  tell  a  wondrous  tale.  But  Ulysses,  I  know,  is 
dead,  and  either  the  fowls  of  the  air  devour  him  or  the  fishes  of 
20  the  sea.” 

And  when  the  false  beggar  would  have  comforted  him,  say¬ 
ing  he  knew  of  a  truth  that  Ulysses  would  yet  return,  he  heark¬ 
ened  not.  Moreover,  he  prophesied  evil  for  Telemachus  also,  who 
had  gone  to  seek  news  of  his  father,  but  would  surely  be  slain 
25  by  the  suitors,  who  were  even  now  lying  in  wait  for  him  as  he 
should  return.  And  after  this  he  asked  the  stranger  who  he 
was  and  whence  he  had  come.  Then  Ulysses  answered  him 
craftily  and  told  a  strange  tale  that  he  might  put  to  the  test  the 
loyalty  of  the  swineherd  to  his  master.  After  this  they  talked 
30  much,  and  when  the  swineherd’s  men  were  returned  they  all 
feasted  together. 

After  this  they  slept,  but  Eumaeus  tarried  without,  keeping 
watch  over  the  swine. 

Meanwhile  Telemachus  returned  to  Ithaca  having  been 
35  warned  by  Athene  that  the  suitors  were  lying  in  ambush  for 
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him.  The  goddess  pointed  out  a  different  route  that  lie  might 
have  safe  return.  He  went  first  to  the  swineherd  Eumaeus  as 
Athene  had  advised  him.  Here  Ulysses  made  himself  known 
to  his  son  and  together  they  planned  the  destruction  of  the 
suitors.  Lest  their  plans  should  fail,  he  urged  Telemachus  to 
tell  no  one  of  his  return,  not  the  swineherd,  nor  Laertes,  nor 
even  Penelope  herself. 


CHAPTER  SEVEN 
ULYSSES  IN  HIS  HOME 

The  next  day  Telemachus  went  to  the  city.  But  before  he 
went  he  said  to  Eumapus  that  he  should  bring  the  beggar-man  to 
the  city,  for  that  it  was  better  to  beg  in  the  city  than  in  the 
country.  And  the  beggar  also  said  that  he  wished  this.  And 
Telemachus,  when  he  was  arrived,  went  to  the  palace  and  greeted 
the  nurse  Euryclea  and  his  mother  Penelope,  who  was  right 
glad  to  see  him,  but  to  whom  he  told  naught  of  what  had  hap¬ 
pened. 

Now  in  the  meanwhile  Eumaeus  and  the  beggar  were  coming 
to  the  city.  And  when  they  were  now  near  to  it,  by  the  fountain 
which  Ithaca  and  his  brethren  had  made,  where  was  also  an  altar 
of  the  Nymphs,  the  goatherd  met  them,  and  spake  evil  to  Eu¬ 
maeus,  rebuking  him  that  he  brought  this  beggar  to  the  city.  And 
he  came  near  and  smote  Ulysses  with  his  foot  on  the  thigh,  but 
moved  him  not  from  the  path.  And  Ulysses  thought  a  wrhile, 
should  he  smite  him  with  his  club  and  slay  him,  or  dash  him  on 
the  ground.  But  it  seemed  to  him  better  to  endure. 

But  Eumaeus  lifted  up  his  hands  and  said,  “Oh,  now  may  the 
N}unphs  of  the  fountain  fulfil  this  hope,  that  Utysses  may  come 
back  to  his  home,  and  tear  from  thee  this  finery  of  thine,  wherein 
thou  comest  to  the  city,  leaving  thy  flock  for  evil  shepherds  to 
devour  V9 

So  they  went  on  to  the  palace.  And  at  the  door  of  the  court 
u  ryk  le'a 
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there  lay  the  dog  Argus,  whom  in  the  old  days  Ulysses  had  reared 
with  his  own  hand.  But  ere  the  dog  grew  to  his  full,  Ulysses  had 
sailed  to  Troy.  And,  while  he  was  strong,  men  used  him  in  the 
chase,  hunting  wild  goats  and  roe-deer  and  hares.  But  now  he 
5  lay  neglected  in  the  dust,  and  no  man  spake  kindly  to  him. 
Well  he  knew  his  master,  and,  for  that  he  could  not  come  near  to 
him,  wagged  his  tail  and  drooped  his  ears. 

And  Ulysses,  when  he  saw  him,  wiped  away  a  tear,  and  said, 
“ Surely  this  is  strange,  Eumseus,  that  such  a  dog,  being  of  so 
10  fine  a  breed,  should  lie  here  in  neglect.” 

And  Eumaeus  made  reply,  “He  belongeth  to  a  master  who  died 
far  away.  For  indeed  when  Ulysses  had  him  of  old,  he  was  the 
strongest  and  swiftest  of  dogs ;  but  now  my  dear  lord  has  perished 
far  away,  and  the  careless  women  tend  him  not.  For  when  the 
15  master  is  away  the  slaves  are  careless  of  their  duty.  Surely  a 
man,  when  he  is  made  a  slave,  loses  half  the  virtue  of  a  man.” 

And  as  he  spake  the  dog  Argus  died.  Twenty  years  had  he 
waited,  and  he  saw  his  master  at  the  last. 

After  this  the  two  entered  the  hall.  And  Telemachus,  when 
20  he  saw  them,  took  from  the  basket  bread  and  meat,  as  much  as  his 
hands  could  hold,  and  bade  carry  them  to  the  beggar,  and  also  to 
tell  him  that  he  might  go  round  among  the  suitors,  asking  alms. 
So  he  went,  stretching  out  his  hand,  as  though  he  were  wont  to 
beg ;  and  some  gave,  having  compassion  upon  him  and  marvelling 
25  at  him,  and  some  asked  who  he  was.  But,  of  all,  Antinous  was 
the  most  shameless.  For  when  Ulysses  came  to  him  and  told  him 
how  he  had  much  riches  and  power  in  former  days,  Antinous 
mocked  him,  saying — 

“Get  thee  from  my  table.” 

30  Then  Ulysses  said,  “Surely  thy  soul  is  evil  though  thy  body 
is  fair;  for  though  thou  sittest  at  another  man’s  feast,  yet  wilt 
thou  give  me  nothing.” 

But  Antinous,  in  great  wrath,  took  the  stool  on  which  he 
sat  and  cast  it  at  him,  smiting  his  right  shoulder.  But  Ulysses 
stirred  not,  but  stood  as  a  rock.  But  in  his  heart  he  thought  on 
ar'gus  an  tin'o  us 
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revenge.  So  he  went  and  sat  down  at  the  door.  And  being  there, 
he  said — 

“Hear  me,  suitors  of  the  queen !  There  is  no  wrath  if  a  man 
be  smitten  fighting  for  that  which  is  his  own,  but  Antinous  has 
5  smitten  me  because  that  I  am  poor.  May  the  curse  of  the  hun¬ 
gry  light  on  him  therefore,  ere  he  come  to  his  marriage  day/5 

Also  the  other  suitors  blamed  him  that  he  had  dealt  so 
cruelly  with  this  stranger.  Also  the  queen  was  wroth  when  she 
heard  it,  as  she  sat  in  the  upper  chamber  with  her  maidens  about 
10  her. 

And  that  evening,  the  suitors  having  departed  to  their  own 
dwellings,  Ulysses  and  Telemachus  took  the  arms  from  the  hall, 
as  they  had  also  planned  to  do.  And  while  they  did  so  Telem¬ 
achus  said,  “See,  my  father,  this  marvellous  brightness  that  is 
15  on  the  pillars  and  the  ceiling.  Surely  some  god  is  with  us.” 

And  Ulysses  made  reply,  “I  know  it :  be  silent.  And  now  go 
to  thy  chamber  and  sleep,  and  leave  me  here,  for  I  have  somewhat 
to  say  to  thy  mother  and  her  maidens.” 

And  when  the  queen  and  her  maidens  came  into  the  hall,  for 
20  it  was  their  work  to  cleanse  it  and  make  it  ready  for  the  morrow, 
Penelope  asked  him  of  his  family  and  his  county.  And  at  first 
he  made  as  though  he  would  not  answer,  fearing,  he  said,  lest  he 
should  trouble  her  with  the  story  of  that  which  he  had  suffered. 
But  afterwards,  for  she  urged  him,  telling  him  what  she  herself 
25  had  suffered,  her  husband  being  lost  and  her  suitors  troubling 
her  without  ceasing,  he  feigned  a  tale  that  should  satisfy  her.  For 
he  told  her  how  he  was  a  man  of  Crete,  a  brother  of  King  Idorn- 
eneus,  and  how  he  had  given  hospitality  to  Ulysses,  what  time 
he  was  sailing  to  Troy  with  the  sons  of  Atreus. 

30  And  when  the  queen,  seeking  to  know  whether  he  spake  the 
truth,  asked  him  of  Ulysses  what  manner  of  man  he  was,  and  with 
what  clothing  he  was  clothed,  he  answered  her  rightly,  saying, 
“I  remember  me  that  he  had  a  mantle,  twofold,  woolen,  of  sea- 
purple,  clasped  with  a  brooch  of  gold,  whereon  was  a  dog  that  held 
35  a  fawn  by  the  throat;  marvellously  wrought  they  were,  so  hard 
I  dom'e  nus 
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held  the  one,  so  strove  the  other  to  be  free.  Also  he  had  &  tunic, 
white  and  smooth,  which  the  women  much  admired  to  see.  But 
whether  some  one  had  given  him  these  things  I  know  not,  for 
indeed  many  gave  him  gifts,  and  I  also,  even  a  sword  and  a  tunic. 
Also,  he  had  a  herald  with  him,  older  than  he,  dark-skinned, 
round  in  the  shoulders,  with  curly  hair.” 

And  Penelope,  knowing  these  things  to  be  true,  wept  aloud, 
crying  that  she  should  see  her  husband  no  more.  But  the  beggar 
comforted  her,  saying  that  Ulysses  having  much  wealth  with 
him,  had  lost  his  ships  and  his  comrades,  yet  nevertheless  would 
speedily  return. 

Then  Penelope  bade  her  servants  make  ready  a  bed  for  the 
stranger  of  soft  mats  and  blankets,  and  also  that  one  of  them 
should  bathe  him.  But  the  mats  and  blankets  he  would  not  have, 
saying  that  he  wxrald  sleep  as  before,  and  for  the  bathing,  he 
would  only  that  some  old  woman,  wise  and  prudent,  should  do 
this.  Wherefore  the  queen  bade  Euryclea,  the  keeper  of  the 
house,  do- this  thing  for  him,  for  that  he  had  been  the  comrade  of 
her  lord,  and  indeed  was  marvellously  like  to  him  in  feet  and 
hands. 

And  this  the  old  woman  was  right  willing  to  do,  for  love  for 
her  master.  “For  never,”  she  said,  “of  all  strangers  that  had 
come  to  the  land,  had  come  one  so  like  to  him.”  But  when 
she  had  prepared  the  bath  for  his  feet,  Ulysses  sat  by  the  fire, 
but  as  far  in  the  shadow  as  he  might,  lest  the  old  woman  should 
see  a  great  scar  that  was  upon  his  leg,  and  know  him  thereby. 

Now  the  scar  had  chanced  in  this  wise.  He  had  come  to  see 
his  grandfather  Autolycus,  who  was  the  most  cunning  of  men, 
claiming  certain  gifts  which  he  had  promised  to  him  in  the  old 
days  when,  being  then  newly  born,  he  was  set  on  his  grandfather's 
knees  in  the  halls  of  Laertes  and  his  grandfather  had  given  him 
this  name.  And  on  the  day  of  his  coming  there  was  a  great 
feast,  and  on  the  day  after  a  hunting  on  Mount  Parnassus.  In 
this  hunting  therefore,  Ulysses  came  in  the  heart  of  a  wood  upon 
a  place  where  lay  a  great  wild  boar,  and  the  beast,  being  stirred 
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by  the  noise,  rose  up,  and  Ulysses  charged  him  with  his  spear,  but 
before  he  could  slay  the  beast  it  ripped  a  great  wound  just  above 
the  knee.  And  afterwards  Ulysses  slew  it,  and  the  young  men 
bound  up  the  wound,  singing  a  charm  to  stanch  the  blood. 

5  By  this  scar,  then,  the  old  nurse  knew  that  it  was  Ulysses 
himself,  and  said,  “0  Ulysses,  0  my  child,  to  think  that  I  knew 
thee  not !” 

And  she  looked  towards  the  queen,  as  meaning  to  tell  the 
thing  to  her.  But  Ulysses  laid  his  hand  on  her  throat,  “Mother, 
10  wouldst  thou  kill  me?  I  am  returned  after  twenty  years;  and 
none  must  know  till  I  shall  be  ready  to  take  vengeance.” 

And  the  old  woman  held  her  peace.  And  after  this  Penelope 
talked  with  him  again,  telling  him  her  dreams,  how  she  had  seen 
a  flock  of  geese  in  her  palace,  and  how  that  an  eagle  had  slain 
15  them,  and  when  she  mourned  for  the  geese,  lo !  a  voice  that  said, 
“These  geese  are  thy  suitors,  and  the  eagle  thy  husband.” 

And  Ulysses  said  that  the  dream  was  well.  And  then  she  said 
that  on  the  morrow  she  must  make  her  choice,  for  that  she  had 
promised  to  bring  forth  the  great  bow  that  was  Ulysses’,  and 
20  whosoever  should  draw  it  most  easily,  and  shoot  an  arrow  best  at 
a  mark,  he  should  be  her  husband. 

And  Ulysses  made  answer  to  her,  “It  is  well,  lady.  Put  not 
ofl  this  trial  of  the  bow,  for  before  one  of  them  shall  draw  the 
string  the  great  Ulysses  shall  come  and  duly  shoot  at  the  mark 
25  that  shall  be  set.” 

After  this  Penelope  slept,  but  Ulysses  watched. 

CHAPTER  EIGHT 
THE  TRIAL  OF  THE  BOW 

The  next  day  many  things  cheered  Ulysses  for  that  which 
he  had  to  do ;  for  first  Athene  had  told  him  that  she  would  stand 
at  his  side,  and  next  he  heard  the  thunder  of  Zeus  in  a  clear  sky, 
30  and  last  it  chanced  that  a  woman  who  sat  at  the  mill  grinding 
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corn,  being  sore  weary  of  her  task,  and  hating  the  suitors,  said, 
"Grant,  Father  Zeus,  that  this  be  the  last  meal  which  these  men 
shall  eat  in  the  house  of  Ulysses !” 

And  after  a  while  the  suitors  came  and  sat  down,  as  was  their 
5  wont,  to  the  feast.  And  the  servants  bare  to  Ulysses,  as  Teiema- 
chus  had  bidden,  a  full  share  with  the  others.  At  this  the  suitors 
scoffed,  but  Telemachus  heeded  them  not,  but  sat  waiting  till  his 
father  should  give  the  sign. 

After  this  Penelope  went  to  fetch  the  great  bow  of  Ulysses. 
10  From  the  peg  on  which  it  hung  she  took  it  with  its  sheath,  and 
sitting  down,  she  laid  it  on  her  knees  and  wept  over  it,  and  after 
this  rose  up  and  went  to  where  the  suitors  sat  feasting  in  the  hall. 
The  bow  she  brought,  and  also  the  quiver  full  of  arrows,  and 
standing  by  the  pillar  of  the  dome,  spake  thus — 

15  “Ye  suitors  who  devour  this  house,  making  pretence  that  ye 
wish  to  wed  me,  lo  !  here  is  a  proof  of  your  skill.  Here  is  the  bow 
of  the  great  Ulysses.  Whoso  shall  bend  it  easiest  in  his  hands, 
and  shoot  an  arrow  easily  through  the  holes  of  the  twelve  axes 
that  Telemachus  shall  set  up,  him  will  I  follow,  leaving  this 
20  house,  which  I  shall  remember  only  in  my  dreams.” 

Then  she  bade  Eumeeus  bear  the  bow  and  the  arrows  to  the 
suitors.  And  the  good  swineherd  wept  to  see  his  master’s  bow, 
and  the  herdsman  of  the  kine  wept  also,  for  he  was  a  good  man, 
and  loved  the  house  of  Ulysses. 

25  Then  Telemachus  planted  in  due  order  the  axes  wherein  were 
the  holes,  and  was  minded  himself  to  draw  the  bow,  and  indeed 
would  have  done  the  thing,  but  Ulysses  signed  to  him  that  he 
should  not.  Wherefore  he  said,  “Methinks  I  am  too  weak  and 
young;  ye  that  are  elder  should  try  the  first.” 

30  Then  first,  the  priest,  who  alone  among  the  suitors  hated  their 
evil  ways,  made  trial  of  the  bow.  But  he  moved  it  not,  but 
wearied  his  hands  with  it,  for  they  were  tender,  and  unwont  to 
toil.  And  he  said,  “I  cannot  bend  this  bow;  let  some  other 
try ;  but  it  shall  be  grief  and  pain  to  many  this  day,  I  trow.” 

35  And  Antinous  was  wroth  to  hear  such  words,  and  bade  Melan- 
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thius  bring  forth  from  the  stores  a  roll  of  fat,  that  they  might 
anoint  the  string  and  soften  it  withal.  So  they  softened  the 
string  with  fat,  but  not  the  more  could  they  bend  it,  for  they  tried 
all  of  them  in  vain,  till  only  Antinous  and  Eurymaehus  were  left, 
5  who  indeed  were  the  bravest  and  the  strongest  of  them  all. 

Now  the  swineherd  and  the  herdsman  of  the  kine  had  gone 
forth  out  of  the  yard,  and  Ulysses  came  behind  them  and  said, 
“What  would  ye  do  if  Ulysses  were  to  come  back  to  his  home? 
Would  ye  fight  for  him,  or  for  the  suitors  ?” 

10  And  both  said  that  they  would  fight  for  him. 

And  Ulysses  said,  “It  is  even  I  who  am  come  back  in  the 
twentieth  year,  and  ye,  I  know,  are  glad  at  heart  that  I  am  come ; 
nor  know  I  of  any  one  besides.  And  if  ye  will  help  me  as  brave 
men  to-day,  wives  shall  ye  have,  and  possessions  and  houses  near 
IS  to  mine  own.  And  ye  shall  be  brothers  and  comrades  to  Telem- 
achus.  And  for  a  sign,  behold  this  scar,  which  the  wild  boar 
made  when  I  hunted  on  Parnassus.” 

Then  they  wept  for  joy  and  kissed  Ulysses,  and  he  also  kissed 
them.  And  he  said  to  Eumeeus  that  he  should  bring  the  bow  to 
20  him  when  the  suitors  had  tried  their  fortunes  therewith:  also 
that  he  should  bid  the  women  keep  within  doors,  nor  stir  out  if 
they  should  hear  the  noise  of  battle.  And  the  herdsman  he  bade 
lock  the  doors  of  the  hall,  and  fasten  them  with  a  rope. 

After  this  he  came  back  to  the  hall,  and  Eurymaehus  had  the 
25  bow  in  his  hands,  and  sought  to  warm  it  at  the  fire.  Then  he 
essayed  to  draw  it,  but  could  not.  And  he  groaned  aloud,  saying, 
“Woe  is  to  me !  not  for  loss  of  this  marriage  only,  for  there  are 
other  women  to  be  wooed  in  Greece,  but  that  Ave  are  so  much 
weaker  than  the  great  Ulysses.  This  is  indeed  shame  to  tell.” 
30  Then  said  Antinous,  “Not  so;  to-day  is  a  holy  day  of  the 
archer  god ;  therefore  we  could  not  draw  the  bow.  But  to-morrow 
will  we  try  once  more,  after  due  sacrifice  to  Apollo.” 

And  this  saying  pleased  them  all;  but  Ulysses  said,  “Let 
me  try  this  bow,  for  I  would  fain  know  whether  I  have  such 
35  strength  as  I  had  in  former  days.” 
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At  this  all  the  suitors  were  wroth,  and  chiefly  Antinous,  but 
Penelope  said  that  it  should  be  so,  and  promised  the  man  great 
gifts  if  he  could  draw  this  bow. 

But  Telemaclius  spoke  thus,  “Mother,  the  bow  is  mine  to  give 
or  to  refuse.  And  no  man  shall  say  me  nay,  if  I  will  that  this 
stranger  make  trial  of  it.  But  do  thou  go  to  thy  chamber 
with  thy  maidens,  and  let  men  take  thought  for  these  things.55 

And  this  he  said,  for  that  he  would  have  her  depart  from 
the  hall  forthwith,  knowing  what  should  happen  therein.  But 
she  marvelled  to  hear  him  speak  with  such  authority,  and 
answered  not,  but  departed.  And  when  Eumasus  would  have  car¬ 
ried  the  bow  to  Ulysses,  the  suitors  spake  roughly  to  him,  but 
Telemachus  constrained  him  to  go.  Therefore  he  took  the  bow 
and  gave  it  to  his  master.  Then  went  he  to  Euryclea,  and  bade 
her  shut  the  door  of  the  women’s  chambers  and  keep  them  within, 
whatsoever  they  might  hear.  Also,  the  herdsmen  shut  the  doors 
of  the  hall,  and  fastened  them  with  a  rope. 

Then  Ulysses  handled  the  great  bow,  trying  it,  whether  it 
had  taken  any  hurt,  but  the  suitors  thought  scorn  of  him.  Then, 
when  he  had  found  it  to  be  without  flaw,  just  as  a  minstrel 
fastens  a  string  upon  his  harp  and  strains  it  to  the  pitch,  so 
he  strung  the  bow  without  toil !  and  holding  the  string  in  his 
right  hand,  he  tried  its  tone,  and  the  tone  was  sweet  as  the  voice 
of  a  swallow.  Then  he  took  an  arrow  from  the  quiver,  and 
laid  the  notch  upon  the  string  and  drew  it,  sitting  as  he  was, 
and  the  arrow  passed  through  every  ring,  and  stood  in  the  wall 
beyond.  Then  he  said  to  Telemachus — 

“There  is  yet  a  feast  to  be  held  before  the  sun  go  down.55 

And  he  nodded  the  sign  to  Telemachus.  And  forthwith  the 
young  man  stood  by  him,  armed  with  spear  and  helmet  and 
shield. 
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CHAPTER  NINE 

ULYSSES  RESTORED  IN  HIS  HOME 

Then  spake  he  among  the  suitors,  “This  labor  has  been 
accomplished.  Let  me  try  at  yet  another  mark.” 

And  he  aimed  his  arrow  at  Antinous.  But  the  man  was  just 
raising  a  cup  to  his  lips,  thinking  not  of  death,  for  who  had 
5  thought  that  any  man,  though  mightiest  of  mortals,  would 
venture  on  such  a  deed,  being  one  among  many? 

And  all  the  suitors,  when  they  saw  him  fall,  leaped  from 
their  seats;  but  when  they  looked,  there  was  neither  spear  nor 
shield  upon  the  wall.  And  they  knew  not  whether  it  was  by 
10  chance  or  of  set  purpose  that  the  stranger  had  smitten  him. 
But  Ulysses  then  declared  who  he  was,  saying — 

“Dogs,  ye  thought  that  I  should  never  come  back.  Therefore 
have  ye  devoured  my  house,  and  made  suit  to  my  wife  while  I 
yet  lived,  and  feared  not  the  gods  nor  regarded  men.  Therefore 
15  a  sudden  destruction  is  come  upon  you  all.” 

Then,  when  all  the  others  trembled  for  fear,  Eurymachus 
said,  “If  thou  be  indeed  Ulysses  of  Ithaca,  thou  hast  said  well. 
Foul  wrong  has  been  done  to  thee  in  the  house  and  in  the  field. 
But  lo !  he,  who  was  the  mover  of  it  all,  lies  here,  even  Antinous. 
20  ^Mor  was  it  so  much  this  marriage  that  he  sought,  as  to  be  king 
of  this  land,  having  destroyed  thy  house.  But  we  will  pay 
thee  back  for  all  that  we  have  devoured,  even  twenty  times  as 
much.” 

But  Ulysses  said,  “Speak  not  of  paying  back.  My  hands 
25  shall  not  cease  from  slaying  till  I  have  taken  vengeance  on 
you  all.” 

And  all  the  while  Athene  waved  her  flaming  aegis-shield  from 
above,  and  the  suitors  fell  as  birds  are  scattered  and  torn  by 
eagles. 

30  But  Phemius,  the  minstrel,  Ulysses  spared,  for  he  had  sung 
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among  the  suitors  in  the  hall,  of  compulsion,  and  not  of  good 
will ;  and  also  Medon,  the  herald. 

When  the  slaughtering  of  the  suitors  was  ended  Ulysses  bade 
cleanse  the  hall  with  water,  and  with  sulphur.  And  when  this 
5  was  done  he  bade  that  Euryclea,  the  nurse,  should  go  to  Penelope 
and  tell  her  that  her  husband  was  indeed  returned. 

Euryclea  went  in  all  haste  to  the  upper  chamber  to  tell  her 
mistress  how  her  lord  had  returned.  So  great  was  her  joy  that 
her  feet  stumbled  one  over  the  other.  She  stood  above  the  lady’s 
10  head  and  said,  “Awake,  Penelope,  dear  child,  and  see  with  thine 
own  eyes  the  very  thing  thou  hast  desired  for  all  these  years. 
Indeed  Ulysses  has  come  back  and  slain  the  suitors  that  devoured 
his  substance.” 

But  Penelope  made  answer,  “Dear  nurse,  the  gods  have  taken 
15  away  thy  reason,  the  gods  who  have  it  in  their  power  to  make 
foolish  the  wise  and  give  wisdom  to  the  simple.  Why  dost  thou 
mock  me  and  rouse  me  from  sweet  slumber,  the  sweetest  since 
the  day  Ulysses  went  forth  to  Troy?  Get  thee  back  to  thy 
chamber;  thy  age  alone  saves  thee  from  further  rebuke.” 

20  Then  the  good  nurse  answered  her,  “I  mock  thee  not,  dear 
child,  but  in  very  deed  Ulysses  is  here  and  hath  come  home 
even  as  I  tell  thee.  He  is  the  guest  who  was  so  dishonored. 
Telemachus  knew,  but  kept  the  secret,  that  with  his  father  he 
might  take  vengeance  on  the  haughty  wooers.” 

25  Thus  she  spake  and  then  was  Penelope  glad,  and  leaping 
from  her  bed,  with  tears  she  spake  these  winged  words,  “Come, 
dear  nurse,  tell  me  all  the  truth.  How  could  he,  being  but  one 
man,  bring  death  to  the  crowd  of  shameless  wooers  ?” 

The  nurse  made  answer,  “I  saw  not  and  I  know  not  how 
30  Ulysses  slew  them,  but  that  it  is  thy  lord  himself  who  has 
returned  I  have  a  manifest  token,  even  the  scar  of  the  wound 
that  the  boar  dealt  him  with  his  white  tusk.  I  fain  would  have 
told  it  even  to  thee,  but  he  laid  his  hand  upon  my  mouth  and 
in  the  fullness  of  his  wisdom  suffered  me  not  to  speak.  But 
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come  with  me  and  I  will  stake  my  life  upon  it;  and  if  I  play 
thee  false,  do  thou  slay  me  by  a  death  most  pitiful.” 

And  yet  the  queen  doubted,  and  said,  “Let  me  go  down  and 
see  my  son,  and  these  men  that  are  slain,  and  the  man  who  slew 
them.” 

So  she  went,  and  sat  in  the  twilight  by  the  other  wall,  and 
Ulysses  sat  by  a  pillar,  with  eyes  cast  down,  waiting  till  his 
wife  should  speak  to  him.  But  she  was  sore  perplexed ;  for  now 
she  seemed  to  know  him,  and  now  she  knew  him  not,  being  in 
such  evil  case,  for  he  had  not  suffered  that  the  women  should  put 
new  robes  upon  him. 

And  Telemachus  said,  “Mother,  sittest  thou  apart  from  my 
father,  and  speakest  not  to  him  ?  Surely  thy  heart  is  harder  than 
a  stone.” 

But  Ulysses  said,  “Let  be,  Telemachus.  Thv  mother  will 
know  that  which  is  true  in  good  time.” 

Meanwhile  Ulysses  went  to  the  bath,  and  clothed  himself  in 
bright  apparel,  and  came  back  to  the  hall,  and  Athene  made  him 
fair  and  young  to  see.  Then  he  sat  down  as  before,  over  against 
his  wife,  and  said — 

“Surely,  0  lady,  the  gods  have  made  thee  harder  of  heart 
than  all  women  besides.  Mould  other  wife  have  kept  away  from 
her  husband,  coming  back  now  after  twenty  years?” 

And  when  she  doubted  yet,  he  spake  again,  “Hear  thou  this, 
Penelope,  and  know  that  it  is  I  myself,  and  not  another.  Dost 
thou  remember  how  I  built  up  the  bed  in  our  chamber?  In 
the  court  there  grew  an  olive  tree,  stout  as  a  pillar,  and  round  it 
I  built  a  chamber  of  stone,  and  spanned  the  chamber  with  a 
roof;  and  I  hung  also  a  door,  and  then  I  cut  off  the  leaves  of 
the  olive,  and  planed  the  trunk,  to  be  smooth  and  round  ;  and 
the  bed  I  inlaid  with  ivory  and  silver  and  gold,  and  stretched 
upon  it  an  ox-hide  that  was  ornamented  with  silver.” 

Then  Penelope  knew  him  that  he  was  her  husband  indeed, 
and  ran  to  him,  and  threw  her  arms  about  him  and  kissed  him, 
saying,  “Forgive  me,  my  lord,  if  I  was  slow  to  know  thee:  for 
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ever  I  feared,  so  many  wiles  have  men,  that  some  one  should 
deceive  me,  saying  that  he  was  my  husband.  But  now  I  know 
this,  that  thou  art  he  and  not  another.” 

And  they  wept  over  each  other  and  kissed  each  other. 

5  “  Then  came  the  time  of  pleasant  mutual  talk, 

In  which  that  noblest  among  women  spake 
Of  wrongs  endured  beneath  her  roof  from  those 
Who  came  to  woo  her, — an  insatiate  crew, — 

Who  made  of  beeves  and  fatlings  of  the  flock 
10  Large  slaughter,  and  drained  many  a  wine-cask  dry. 

Then  nobly  born  Ulysses  told  what  woes 
His  valor  brought  on  other  men ;  what  toils 
And  suffering  he  had  borne ;  he  told  her  all. 

And  she,  delighted,  heard  him,  nor  did  sleep 
15  Light  on  her  eyelids  till  his  tale  was  done. 

And  first  he  told  her  how  he  overcame 
The  people  of  Ciconia ;  how  he  passed 
Thence  to  the  rich  fields  of  the  race  who  feed 
Upon  the  lotus;  what  the  Cyclops  did, 

20  And  how  upon  the  Cyclops  he  avenged 

The  death  of  his  brave  comrades,  whom  the  wretch 
Had  piteously  slaughtered  and  devoured. 

And  how  he  came  to  iEolus,  and  found 
A  friendly  welcome,  and  was  sent  by  him 
25  Upon  his  voyage;  yet  ’twas  not  his  fate 

To  reach  his  native  land;  a  tempest  caught 
His  fleet,  and  far  across  the  fishy  deep 
Bore  him  away,  lamenting  bitterly. 

And  how  he  landed  at  Telepylus, 

3q  Among  the  Laestrigonians,  who  destroyed 

His  ships  and  warlike  comrades,  he  alone 
In  his  black  ship  escaping.  Then  he  told 
Of  Circe,  her  deceit  and  many  arts, 

And  how  he  went  to  Pluto’s  dismal  realm 
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In  his  good  galley,  to  consult  the  soul 

Of  him  of  Thebes,  Tiresias,  and  beheld 

All  his  lost  comrades  and  his  mother, — her 

Who  brought  him  forth,  and  trained  him  when  a  child. 

5  And  how  he  heard  the  Sirens  afterward. 

And  how  he  came  upon  the  wandering  rocks. 

The  terrible  Charybdis,  and  the  crags 
Of  Scylla, — which  no  man  had  ever  passed 
In  safety;  how  his  comrades  slew  for  food 
10  The  oxen  of  the  Sun ;  how  Jupiter, 

The  Thunderer,  with  a  bolt  of  fire  from  heaven 
Smote  his  swift  bark ;  and  how  his  gallant  crew 
All  perished,  he  alone  escaped  with  life. 

And  how  he  reached  Ogygia’s  isle,  he  told, 

15  And  met  the  nymph  Calypso,  who  desired 

That  he  would  be  her  husband,  and  long  time 
Detained  and  fed  him  in  her  vaulted  grot. 

And  promised  that  he  ne’er  should  die,  nor  know 
Decay  of  age,  through  all  the  days  to  come ; 

20  Yet  moved  she  not  the  purpose  of  his  heart. 

And  how  he  next  through  many  hardships  came 
To  the  Phseacians,  and  they  welcomed  him 
And  honored  him  as  if  he  were  a  god, 

And  to  his  native  country  in  a  bark 
25  Sent  him  with  ample  gifts  of  brass  and  gold 

And  raiment.  As  he  uttered  this  last  word, 

Sleep  softly  overcame  him;  all  his  limbs 
Lay  loose  in  rest,  and  all  his  cares  were  calmed.” 

And  on  the  morrow  Ulysses  went  forth  to  the  well-wooded 
30  farm  land  to  see  his  father,  the  old  Laertes.  Quickly  he  came 
to  the  well-ordered  farm.  There  was  the  house,  and  all  about  it 
ran  the  huts  wherein  the  thralls  were  wont  to  eat  and  dwell 
and  sleep.  He  found  his  father  alone  in  the  terraced  garden, 
digging  about  a  plant.  Ulysses  questioned  him  and  saw  that  his 
thebz 
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father  knew  him  not.  As  Laertes  spoke  of  his  son,  now  gone 
these  twenty  years,  he  broke  down  with  grief.  Then  the  heart  of 
Ulysses  was  moved,  and  he  sprang  towards  him  and  fell  on  his 
neck  and  kissed  him,  saying,  “Behold,  I  here,  even  I,  my  father, 
5  am  the  man  of  whom  thou  speakest,  in  the  twentieth  year  am  I 
come  to  mine  own  country.  But  stay  thy  weeping,  for  I  will 
tell  thee  all  clearly.  I  have  slain  the  wooers  in  our  halls  and 
avenged  their  evil  deeds.” 

Then  Laertes  answered  him,  “If  thou  art  indeed  Ulysses, 
10  mine  own  child,  show  me  now  a  manifest  token,  that  I  may  be 
assured.”  Then  Ulysses  answered  him,  “Look  first  on  this  scar 
and  consider  it,  that  the  boar  dealt  me  with  his  white  tusk  on 
Parnassus.  But  come,  and  I  will  even  tell  thee  the  trees  through 
all  the  terraced  garden,  which  thou  gavest  me  once  for  mine 
15  own,  and  I  was  begging  of  thee  this  and  that,  being  but  a  little 
child,  and  following  thee  through  the  garden.  Through  these 
very  trees  we  were  going,  and  thou  didst  tell  me  the  names  of 
each  of  them.  Pear  trees  thirteen  thou  gavest  me  and  ten 
apple  trees  and  figs  two-score,  and,  as  we  went,  thou  didst  name 
20  the  fifty  rows  of  vines  thou  wouldst  give  me,  whereof  each  one 
ripened  at  divers  times,  with  all  manner  of  clusters  on  their 
boughs,  when  the  seasons  of  Zeus  wrought  mightily  on  them  from 
on  high.” 

So  he  spake,  and  the  heart  of  Laertes  melted  within  him, 
25  as  he  knew  the  sure  tokens  that  Ulysses  showed  him.  About  his 
dear  son  he  cast  his  arms  and  spake,  “Father  Zeus,  verily  ve  gods 
yet  bare  sway  on  high  Olympus,  for  now  my  son  hath  returned 
and  the  wooers  have  paid  for  their  insolent  pride.” 

So  did  Ulysses  come  back  to  his  home  after  twenty  years. 

HELPS  TO  STUDY 

Historical:  The  story  of  Ulysses  is  told  in  Homer’s  Odyssey,  one 
of  the  oldest  of  the  world’s  great  poems.  Like  “The  Iliad,”  it 
was  written  in  the  Greek  language.  There  are  many  translations 
in  both  verse  and  prose.  Among  the  best  known  verse  translations 
is  one  by  William  Cullen  Bryant,  from  which  the  verse  extracts  in 
this  story  are  taken.  The  poem  is  called  “The  Odyssey,”  from  the 
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Greek  name  of  the  hero,  Odysseus,  who  is  better  known  to  us  by 
his  Latin  name,  Ulysses.  (For  sketch  of  Homer,  see  Note,  p.  169.) 

Ulysses  was  king  of  Ithaca,  a  small,  rugged  isle  west  of  Greece. 
Agamemnon  was  a  kind  of  over-lord  of  all  the  kings  of  Greece  and 
the  neighboring  Greek  islands.  He  called  upon  all  the  kings  to  help 
win  back  Helen,  wife  of  his  brother,  Menelaus,  from  Paris,  son 
of  Priam,  king  of  Troy.  Ulysses  left  his  home  for  Troy  when  he 
had  been  but  lately  married  to  Penelope  and  his  son  Telemaehus  was 
but  an  infant.  When  Troy  was  taken,  in  the  tenth  year  of  the 
war,  and  Helen  was  restored  to  Menelaus^  king  of  Sparta,  Ulysses 
began  his  homeward  voyage.  If  he  had  doubled  the  cape  of  Malea 
in  safety  he  would  probably  have  found  Penelope  unvexed  by  woo¬ 
ers  and  his  son,  Telemaehus,  a  lad  ten  years  old.  But  the  north 
wind  drove  him  far  out  of  his  course  and  he  encountered  the  giant, 
Polyphemus,  who  called  down  upon  Ulysses  the  wrath  of  his  father, 
Poseidon,  because  Ulysses  put  out  the  giant ’s  one  eye.  To  avenge 
this  act,  Poseidon  drove  him  wandering  for  ten  long  years.  1 1  The 
Odyssey”  tells  the  story  of  the  wanderings  and  adventures  of  Ulysses 
during  his  homeward  journey. 


Notes  and  Questions 


Though  many  places  mentioned 
in  this  story  are  mythical,  yet 
many  of  them  may  be  found, 
and  the  journey  of  Ulysses 
traced,  on  a  map  of  the  world, 
as  known  in  Homeric  times. 

Notice  how  the  gods  take  sides 
in  this  story.  Why  did  Aphro¬ 
dite  favor  the  Trojans  and 
Here  and  Athene  the  Greeks? 

Chapter  One:  What  was  the  story 
of  the  Apple  of  Discord?  Why 
had  Ulysses  gone  to  Troy?  Ee- 
view  the  story  of  the  fall  of 
Troy. 

How  many  ships  and  men  had 
Ulysses  when  he  left  Troy? 
How  did  this  compare  with 
the  number  he  had  with  him 
when  he  left  Ithaca  ten  years 
before? 


Describe  the  adventure  with  the 
Ciconians. 

What  effect  did  the  eating  of  the 
lotus  have  upon  men? 

What  characteristics  does  Ulysses 
show  in  the  adventure  with 
Polyphemus  ? 

What  do  you  think  of  Polyphemus 
when  he  speaks  to  the  ram? 

What  was  the  curse  of  Poseidon? 
As  you  read  the  story,  note 
how  this  curse  was  fulfilled. 

Chapter  Two:  What  reason  had 
JEolus  for  thinking  that  Ulysses 
was  hated  by  the  gods? 

The  Lsestrygonians  were  a  myth¬ 
ical  race  of  cannibal  giants. 
Some  writers  locate  them  on 
the  island  of  Sicily.  How  many 
ships  were  left  after  the  adven¬ 
ture  with  the  Lsestrygonians  ? 
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What  quality  that  you  admire 
does  Ulysses  show  in  his  en¬ 
counter  with  Circe? 

Chapter  Three:  What  is  meant  by 
the  expression,  “to  be  between 
Scylla  and  Charybdis”? 

What  were  conditions  in  Ithaca? 
What  do  you  think  of  Pene¬ 
lope  ’s  device  for  putting  off 
the  suitors? 

Chapter  Four:  Describe  in  your 
own  words  the  home  of  Caly¬ 
pso  and  compare  your  descrip¬ 
tion  with  the  text. 

What  was  the  food  of  the  gods? 

Bead  passages  that  show  admi¬ 
rable  qualities  in  Calypso. 

Describe  the  raft  of  Ulysses. 

Chapter  Five:  Phseacia  was  a 
mythical  land  thought  by  some 
to  be  Corcyra. 

Describe  the  method  of  cleansing 
clothes  in  Homeric  times. 

How  did  Nausicaa  show  her 
royal  blood? 

“Hyacinth”  was  a  name  given 
in  ancient  times  to  a  very  dark 
blue  stone. 

Describe  the  home  of  Alcinous. 

In  what  ways  does  the  king’s 
hospitality  show  itself?  De¬ 
scribe  the  games. 

Chapter  Six :  Why  did  Athene 
wish  to  have  Ulysses  return  as 
a  stranger? 

How  did  Ulysses  greet  his  home? 
Notice  with  what  determina¬ 


tion  Ulysses  throughout  the 
story  carries  out  his  purpose 
to  return  to  his  home,  in  spite 
of  all  dangers  and  the  charms 
of  Circe,  the  Sirens,  Calypso, 
and  Nausicaa. 

Chapter  Seven :  Compare  Eumaeus 
and  the  goatherd  as  servants  of 
Ulysses. 

Did  Argus  recognize  his  master? 
Bead  the  passage  that  makes 
you  think  so. 

Who  were  the  sons  of  Atreus? 

How  did  the  stranger  gain  the 
queen’s  confidence? 

Chapter  Eight:  These  axes  prob¬ 
ably  had  holes  or  rings  back  of 
the  blade. 

How  do  you  account  for  the  at¬ 
titude  of  Telemachus  toward 
his  mother? 

Chapter  Nine:  Prom  his  speech 
to  Ulysses,  what  do  you  think 
of  the  character  of  Euryma- 
chus? 

The  gegis  was  a  kind  of  breast¬ 
plate  used  also  as  a  shield.  It 
was  fringed  with  serpents. 

Why  was  Penelope  so  slow  to  be¬ 
lieve  the  stranger  was  her  hus¬ 
band? 

The  Odyssey  is  full  of  very  ex¬ 
pressive  adjectives.  Select 
some  double  adjectives  that 
you  think  especially  rich  in 
meaning. 


BOOK  III 


THE  STOEY  OF  iEKEAS 

CHAPTER  ONE 
THE  FALL  OF  TROY 

For  ten  years  King  Agamemnon  and  the  men  of  Greece  laid 
siege  to  Troy.  But  though  sentence  had  gone  forth  against  the 
city,  yet  the  day  of  its  fall  tarried,  because  certain  of  the  gods 
loved  it  well  and  defended  it,  as  Phoebus,  and  Mars,  the  god  of 
5  war,  and  Jupiter  himself.  Wherefore  Minerva  put  it  into  the 
heart  of  Epeius,  Lord  of  the  Isles,  that  he  should  make  a  cunning 
device  wherewith  to  take  the  city.  How  the  device  was  this :  he 
made  a  great  horse  of  w^ood,  feigning  it  to  be  a  peace-offering  to 
Minerva,  that  the  Greeks  might  have  a  safe  return  to  their 
10  homes.  In  the  body  of  this  there  hid  themselves  certain  of  the 
bravest  of  the  chiefs,  as  Menelaus  and  Ulysses  and  Pyrrhus,  son 
of  Achilles — but  Achilles  himself  was  dead,  slain  by  Paris, 
Phoebus  helping,  even  as  he  was  about  to  take  the  city — and 
others  also,  and  with  them  Epeius  himself.  But  the  rest  of  the 
15  people  made  as  if  they  had  departed  to  their  homes;  only  they 
went  not  further  than  Tenedos,  which  was  an  island  near  to 
the  coast. 

Great  joy  was  there  in  Troy  when  it  was  noised  abroad  that 
the  men  of  Greece  had  departed.  The  gates  were  opened,  and 
20  the  people  went  forth  to  see  the  plain  and  the  camp.  And  one 
said  to  another,  as  they  went,  “Here  they  set  the  battle  in  array, 
and  there  were  the  tents  of  the  fierce  Achilles,  and  there  lay 
the  ships.”  And  some  stood  and  marvelled  at  the  great  peace¬ 
offering  to  Minerva,  even  the  horse  of  wood. 

25  And  Tlrymoetes,  who  was  one  of  the  elders  of  the  city,  was 
the  first  who  advised  that  it  should  be  brought  within  the  walls 

phe'bus  e  pi'us  pir'us  ten'e  dos  thi  me'tez 
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and  set  in  the  citadel.  Now  whether  he  gave  this  counsel  out 
of  a  false  heart,  or  because  the  gods  would  have  it  so,  no  man 
knows.  But  Capys,  and  others  with  him,  said  that  it  should 
be  drowned  in  water,  or  burned  with  fire,  or  that  men  should 
5  pierce  it  and  see  whether  there  were  naught  within.  And  the 
people  were  divided,  some  crying  one  thing  and  some  another. 

Then  came  forward  the  priest  Laocoon,  and  a  great  company 
with  him,  crying,  “What  madness  is  this?  Think  ye  that  the 
men  of  Greece  are  indeed  departed,  or  that  there  is  any  profit 
10  in  their  gifts?  Surely,  there  are  armed  men  in  this  mighty 
horse ;  or  haply  they  have  made  it  that  they  may  look  down  upon 
our  walls.  Touch  it  not,  for  as  for  these  men  of  Greece,  I  fear 

them,  even  though  they  bring  gifts  in  their  hands.” 

And  as  he  spake  he  cast  his  great  spear  at  the  horse,  so  that 
15  it  sounded  again.  But  the  gods  would  not  that  Troy  should  be 
saved. 

Meanwhile  certain  shepherds  came  to  the  city  dragging  with 
them  one  whose  hands  were  bound  behind  his  back.  He  pre¬ 
tended  to  the  men  of  Troy  that  he  had  only  then  burst  his 
20  bonds  and  fled  from  the  Greeks,  who  had  chosen  him  by  lot  as 
a  sacrifice  to  appease  the  winds  that  they  might  have  safe  return 
to  Greece. 

King  Priam  had  pity  upon  him  and  bade  them  loose  his 
bonds,  saying,  “Who  art  thou  and  what  knowest  thou  of  the 
25  horse  of  wood?”  And  he  said,  “Lo,  I  deny  not,  I  am  a  Greek, 
and  my  name  is  Sinon.  I  call  you  to  witness,  ye  everlasting  fires, 
that  I  break  my  fealty  with  the  Greeks  for  just  cause.  Know 

then,  King  Priam,  the  horse  of  wood  is  a  peace-offering  to 
Minerva,  which  the  Greeks  hoped  to  make  large  enough  that  the 

30  men  of  Troy  might  not  receive  it  into  their  gates.  For  once 
within  the  walls  of  Troy  the  image  will  bring  woe  to  the  Greeks 
and  safety  to  Troy.” 

These  words  wrought  much  on  the  men  of  Troy,  and  as  they 
pondered  on  them,  lo !  the  gods  sent  another  marvel  to  deceive 
35  them.  For  while  Laocoon,  the  priest  of  Neptune,  was  slaying 
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a  bull  at  the  altar  of  his  god,  there  came  two  serpents  across  the 
sea  from  Tenedos,  whose  heads  and  necks,  whereon  were  thick 
manes  of  hair,  were  high  above  the  waves,  and  many  scaly  coils 
trailed  behind  in  the  waters.  And  when  they  reached  the  land 
5  they  still  sped  forward.  Their  eyes  were  red  as  blood  and  blazed 
with  fire,  and  their  forked  tongues  hissed  loud  for  rage. 

Then  all  the  men  of  Troy  grew  pale  with  fear  and  fled 
away,  but  these  turned  not  aside  this  way  or  that,  seeking 
Laocoon  where  he  stood.  And  first  they  wrapped  themselves 
10  about  his  little  sons,  one  serpent  about  each,  and  began  to  devour 
them.  And  when  the  father  would  have  given  help  to  his 
children,  having  a  sword  in  his  hand,  they  seized  upon  himself, 
and  bound  him  fast  with  their  folds.  Twice  they  compassed  him 
about  his  body,  and  twice  his  neck,  lifting  their  heads  far  above 
IS  him.  And  all  the  while  he  strove  to  tear  them  away  with  his 
hands,  his  priest’s  garlands  dripping  with  blood.  ]^or  did  he 
cease  to  cry  horribly  aloud,  even  as  a  bull  bellows  when  after 
an  ill  stroke  of  the  axe  it  flees  from  the  altar.  But  when  their 
work  was  done,  the  two  glided  to  the  citadel  of  Minerva,  and  hid 
20  themselves  beneath  the  feet  and  the  shield  of  the  goddess. 

And  men  said  one  to  another,  “Lo !  the  priest  Laocoon  has 
been  judged  according  to  his  deeds ;  for  he  cast  his  spear  against 
this  holy  thing,  and  now  the  gods  have  slain  him.”  Then  all 
cried  out  together  that  the  horse  of  wood  must  be  drawn  to  the 
25  citadel. 

Whereupon  they  opened  the  Scaean  gates,  and  pulled  down 
the  wall  that  was  thereby,  and  put  rollers  under  the  feet  of  the 
horse,  and  joined  ropes  thereto.  So,  in  much  joy,  they  drew 
it  into  the  city,  youths  and  maidens  singing  about  it  the  while, 
30  and  laying  their  hands  to  the  ropes  with  great  gladness. 

And  yet  there  wanted  not  signs  and  tokens  of  evil  to  come. 
Four  times  it  halted  on  the  threshold  of  the  gate,  and  men 
might  have  heard  a  clashing  of  arms  within.  Cassandra  also 
opened  her  mouth,  prophesying  evil:  but  no  man  heeded  her, 
35  for  that  was  ever  the  doom  upon  her,  not  to  be  believed  speak- 
ka  san'dra 


228 


Elson  Grammar  School  Reader  Booh  Two 


ing  truth.  So  the  men  of  Troy  drew  the  horse  into  the  city. 
And  that  night  they  kept  a  feast  to  all  the  gods  with  great  joy, 
not  knowing  that  the  last  day  of  the  great  city  had  come. 

But  when  night  was  now  fully  come,  and  the  men  of  Troy 
5  lay  asleep,  lo !  from  the  ship  of  King  Agamemnon  there  rose  up 
a  flame  for  a  signal  to  the  Greeks ;  and  these  straightway  manned 
their  ships,  and  made  across  the  sea  from  Tenedos,  there  being 
a  great  calm,  and  the  moon  also  giving  them  light.  Sinon  like¬ 
wise  opened  a  secret  door  that  was  in  the  great  horse,  and  the 
10  chiefs  issued  forth  therefrom,  and  opened  the  gates  of  the  city, 
sla}Ting  those  that  kept  watch. 

Meanwhile  there  came  a  vision  to  AEneas,  who  now,  Hector 
being  dead,  was  the  chief  hope  and  stay  of  the  men  of  Troy. 
It  was  Hector’s  self  that  he  seemed  to  see,  but  not  such  as  he  had 
15  seen  hkn  coming  hack  rejoicing  with  the  arms  of  Achilles,  or 
setting  fire  to  the  ships,  hut  even  as  he  lay  after  Achilles 
dragged  him  at  his  chariot  wheels,  covered  with  dust  and  blood, 
his  feet  swollen  and  pierced  with  the  thongs.  To  him  said 
Hmeas,  not  knowing  what  he  said,  ‘‘Why  hast  thou  tarried  so 
20  long  ?  Much  have  we  suffered  waiting  for  thee !  And  what 
grief  hath  marked  thy  face?  And  whence  these  wounds?” 

But  to  this  the  spirit  answered  nothing,  but  said,  groaning 
the  while,  “Fly,  son  of  Venus,  fly,  and  save  thee  from  these 
flames.  The  enemy  is  in  the  walls,  and  Troy  hath  utterly  per- 
25  ished.  If  any  hand  could  have  saved  our  city,  this  hand  had 
done  so.  Thou  art  now  the  hope  of  Troy.  Take  then  her 
gods,  and  flee  with  them  for  company,  seeking  the  city  that  thou 
shalt  one  day  build  across  the  sea.” 

And  now  the  alarm  of  battle  came  nearer  and  nearer,  and 
30  iEneas,  waking  from  sleep,  climbed  upon  the  roof,  and  looked 
upon  the  city.  As  a  shepherd  stands,  and  sees  a  fierce  flame 
sweeping  before  the  south  wind  over  the  corn-field  or  a  flood 
rushing  down  from  the  mountains,  so  he  stood.  And  as  he 
looked,  the  great  palace  of  Deiphobus  sank  down  in  the  fire  and 
35  the  neighboring  houses  blazed  forth,  till  the  sea  hard  by  shone 
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with  the  light.  Then,  scarce  knowing  what  he  sought,  he 
girded  on  his  armor,  thinking,  perchance,  that  he  might  yet 
win  some  place  of  vantage,  or,  at  the  least,  might  avenge  himself 
on  the  enemy,  or  find  honor  in  his  death. 

But  as  he  passed  from  out  of  his  house  there  met  him  Pan- 
thus,  the  priest  of  Phoebus  that  w^as  on  the  citadel,  who  cried  to 
him,  “0  iEneas,  the  glory  is  departed  from  Troy,  and  the 
Greeks  have  the  mastery  in  the  city;  for  armed  men  are  coming 
forth  from  the  great  horse  of  wood,  and  thousands  also  swarm 
in  at  the  gates,  which  Sinon  hath  treacherously  opened.”  And 
as  he  spake  others  came  up  under  the  light  of  the  moon,  to 
whom  zEneas  spake :  “If  ye  are  minded,  my  brethren,  to  follow 
me  to  the  death,  come  on.  For  how  things  fare  this  night  ye 
see.  The  gods  vdio  were  the  stay  of  this  city  have  departed 
from  it ;  nor  is  aught  remaining  to  -which  we  may  bring  succour. 
Yet  can  w^e  die  as  brave  men  in  battle.  And  haply  he  that 
counts  his  life  to  be  lost  may  yet  save  it.”  Then,  even  as 
ravening  wolves  hasten  through  the  mist  seeking  for  prey,  so 
they  went  through  the  city,  doing  dreadful  deeds.  And  for  a 
while  the  men  of  Greece  fled  before  them. 

iEneas,  hearing  a  great  shouting,  hastened  to  the  palace  of 
King  Priam,  -where  the  battle  -was  fiercer  than  in  any  place 
beside.  For  some  of  the  Greeks  were  seeking  to  climb  the  walls, 
laying  ladders  thereto,  whereon  they  stood,  holding  forth  their 
shields  with  their  left  hands,  and  with  their  right  grasping  the 
roofs. 

Mean-while  others  sought  to  break  down  the  gates  of  the 
palace,  Pyrrhus,  son  of  Achilles,  being  foremost  among  them, 
clad  in  shining  armor  of  bronze.  And  -with  Pyrrhus  was 
Automedon,  who  had  been  armor-bearer  to  his  father  Achilles. 
With  a  great  battle-axe  he  hew^ed  through  the  doors,  breaking- 
down  also  the  door-posts,  though  they  were  plated  with  bronze, 
making,  as  it  were,  a  great  window,  through  which  a  man  might 
see  the  palace  within,  the  hall  of  King  Priam  and  of  the  kings 
who  had  reigned  aforetime  in  Troy, 
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Then,  as  a  river  bursts  its  bank  and  overflows  the  plain,  so 
did  the  sons  of  Greece  rush  into  the  palace. 

But  old  Priam,  when  he  saw  the  enemy  in  his  hall,  girded  on 
him  his  armor,  which  now  by  reason  of  old  age  he  had  long 
laid  aside,  and  took  a  spear  in  his  hand,  and  would  have  gone 
against  the  adversary,  only  Queen  Hecuba  called  to  him  from 
where  she  sat.  For  she  and  her  daughters  had  fled  to  the  great 
altar  of  the  household  gods,  and  sat  crowded  about  it  like  unto 
doves  that  are  driven  by  a  storm.  Now  the  altar  stood  in  an 
open  court  that  wTas  in  the  midst  of  the  palace,  with  a  great 
bay-tree  above  it.  So  when  she  sawT  Priam,  how  he  had  girded 
himself  with  armor  as  a  youth,  she  cried  to  him  and  said, 
“What  hath  bewitched  thee,  that  thou  girdest  thyself  with 
armor?  It  is  not  the  sword  that  shall  help  us  this  day;  no, 
not  though  my  own  Hector  were  here,  but  rather  the  gods  and 
their  altars.  Come  hither  to  us,  for  here  thou  wilt  be  safe, 
or  at  the  least  wilt  die  with  us.” 

So  she  made  the  old  man  sit  down  in  the  midst.  But  lo ! 
there  came  flying  through  the  palace,  Polites,  his  son,  wounded 
to  death  by  the  spear  of  Pyrrhus,  and  Pyrrhus  close  behind 
him.  And  he,  even  as  he  came  into  the  sight  of  his  father-  and 
his  mother,  fell  dead  upon  the  ground. 

But  when  King  Priam  saw  it  he  contained  not  himself,  but 
cried  aloud,  “Xow  may  the  gods,  if  there  be  any  justice  in 
heaven,  recompense  thee  for  this  wickedness,  seeing  that  thou 
hast  not  spared  to  slay  the  son  before  his  father’s  eyes.  Great 
Achilles,  whom  thou  falsely  callest  thy  sire,  did  not  thus  to 
Priam,  though  he  was  an  enemy,  but  reverenced  right  and 
truth,  and  gave  the  body  of  Hector  for  burial,  and  sent  me 
back  to  my  city.” 

And  as  he  spake  the  old  man  cast  a  spear,  but  aimless  and 
without  force,  and  that  pierced  not  even  the  boss  of  the  shield. 
Then  said  the  son  of  Achilles,  “Go  thou  and  tell  my  father  of  his 
unworthy  son  and  all  these  evils  deeds.  And  that  thou  mayest 
tell  him,  die !”  So  King  Priam,  who  had  ruled  mightily  over 
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many  peoples  and  countries  in  the  land  of  Asia,  was  slain  that 
night,  having  first  seen  Troy  burning  about  him,  and  his  citadel 
laid  even  with  the  ground. 


CHAPTER  TWO 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  .ENEAS 

All  these  things,  indeed.  iEneas  beheld,  but  could  not  bear  help, 
being  one  against  many.  But  when  the  deed  was  done,  and 
the  old  man  lay  dead,  he  bethought  him  of  his  father  Anchises, 
and  his  wife  Creusa,  and  of  his  little  son  Ascanius,  and  how  he 
had  left  them  without  defence  at  home. 

But  as  he  turned  to  seek  them,  the  night  being  now,  by 
reason  of  many  fires,  as  clear  as  the  day,  he  espied  Helen  sitting 
in  the  temple  of  Vesta,  where  she  had  sought  sanctuary;  for 
she  feared  the  men  of  Troy,  to  whom  she  had  brought  ruin  and 
destruction,  and  not  less  her  own  husband,  whom  she  had 
deceived.  Then  was  his  wrath  kindled,  and  he  spake  to  himself, 
“Shall  this  evil  woman  return  safe  to  Sparta  ?  Shall  she  see 
again  her  home  and  her  children,  with  Trojan  women  forsooth 
to  be  her  handmaidens?  Shall  Troy  be  burnt  and  King  Priam 
be  slain,  and  she  take  no  harm?  Kot  so;  for  though  there  be 
no  glory  to  be  won  from  such  a  deed,  yet  shall  I  satisfy  my¬ 
self,  taking  vengeance  upon  her  for  my  kinsmen  and  my  coun¬ 
trymen.” 

But  while  he  thought  these  things  in  his  heart,  lo!  there 
appeared  unto  him  Venus,  his  mother,  made  manifest  as  he 
had  never  seen  her  before,  as  fair  and  as  tall  as  the  dwellers 
in  heaven  behold  her.  Then  Venus  spake  thus,  “What  mean- 
eth  all  this  rage,  my  son?  Hast  thou  no  care  for  me?  Hast 
thou  forgotten  thy  father  Anchises,  and  thy  wife,  and  thy 
little  son?  Of  a  surety  the  fire  and  the  sword  had  consumed 
them  long  since  but  that  I  cared  for  them  and  saved  them. 
It  is  not  Helen:  no,  nor  Paris,  that  hath  laid  low  this  great 
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city  of  Troy,  but  the  wrath  of  the  gods.  See  now,  for  I  will 
take  away  the  mist  that  covers  thine  eyes;  see  how  Neptune 
with  his  trident  is  overthrowing  the  walls  and  rooting  up  the 
the  city  from  its  foundations;  and  how  Juno  stands  with  spear 
5  and  shield  in  the  Scsean  gates  and  calls  fresh  hosts  from  the 
ships ;  and  how  Minerva  sits  on  the  height  with  the  storm-cloud 
about  her  and  her  Gorgon  shield;  and  how  Jupiter  himself  stirs 
up  the  enemy  against  Troy.  Fly,  therefore,  my  son.  I  will  not 
leave  thee  till  thou  shalt  reach  thy  father’s  house.”  And  as 
10  she  spake  she  vanished  in  the  darkness. 

Then  did  iEneas  see  dreadful  forms  and  gods  who  were 
the  enemies  of  Troy,  and  before  his  eyes  the  whole  city  seemed 
to  sink  down  into  the  fire.  Even  as  a  mountain  oak  upon  the 
hills  on  which  the  woodmen  ply  their  axes  bows  its  head  while 
15  all  its  boughs  shake  about  it,  till  at  last,  as  blow  comes  after 
blow,  with  a  mighty  groan  it  falls  crashing  down  from  the 
height,  even  so  the  city  seemed  to  fall.  Then  did  JEneas  pass 
on  his  way,  the  goddess  leading  him,  and  the  flames  gave  place 
to  him,  and  the  javelins  harmed  him  not. 

20  But  when  he  was  come  to  his  house  he  bethought  him  first 
of  the  old  man  his  father ;  but  when  he  would  have  carried  him 
to  the  hills,  Anchises  would  not,  being  loath  to  live  in  some 
strange  country  when  Troy  had  perished.  “Nay,”  said  he, 
“fly  ye  who  are  strong  and  in  the  flower  of  your  days.  But  as 
25  for  me,  if  the  gods  had  willed  that  I  should  live,  they  had  saved 
this  dwelling  for  me.  Enough  is  it,  yea,  and  more  than  enough, 
that  once  I  have  seen  this  city  taken,  and  lived.  Bid  me,  then, 
farewell  as  though  I  were  dead.  Death  will  I  find  for  myself.” 

Nor  could  the  old  man  be  moved  from  his  purpose,  though 
30  his  son  and  his  son’s  wife,  and  even  the  child  Ascanius,  besought 
him  with  many  tears  that  he  should  not  make  yet  heavier 
the  doom  that  was  upon  them.  Then  was  iEneas  minded  to 
go  back  to  the  battle  and  die.  For  what  hope  was  left? 
“Thouglitest  thou,  my  father,”  he  cried,  “that  I  should  flee 
and  leave  thee  behind?  What  evil  word  is  this  that  has  fallen 
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from  thy  lips?  If  the  gods  will  have  it  that  nought  of  Troy 
should  be  left,  and  thou  be  minded  that  thou  and  thine  should 
perish  with  the  city,  be  it  so.  Comrades,  give  me  my  arms,  and 
take  me  back  to  the  battle.  At  the  least  I  will  die  avenged.” 

5  But  as  he  girded  on  his  arms  and  would  have  departed  from 
the  house,  his  wife  Creusa  caught  his  feet  upon  the  threshold, 
staying  him,  and  held  out  the  little  Ascanius,  saying,  “If  thou 
goest  to  thy  death,  take  wife  and  child  with  thee ;  but  if  thou 
liopest  aught  from  arms,  guard  first  the  house  where  thou  hast 
10  father  and  wife  and  child.” 

And  lo !  as  she  spake  there  befell  a  might}7'  marvel,  for 
before  the  face  of  father  and  mother  there  was  seen  to  shine 
a  light  on  the  head  of  the  boy  Ascanius,  and  to  play  upon  his 
waving  hair  and  glitter  on  his  temples.  And  when  they  feared 
15  to  see  this  thing,  and  would  have  stifled  the  flame  or  quenched 
it  with  water,  the  old  man  Anchises  in  great  joy  raised  his  eyes 
to  heaven,  and  cried  aloud,  “0  Father  Jupiter,  if  prayer  move 
thee  at  all,  give  thine  aid  and  make  this  omen  sure.” 

And  even  as  he  spake  the  thunder  rolled  on  his  left  hand, 
20  and  a  star  shot  through  the  skies,  leaving  a  long  trail  of  light 
behind,  and  passed  over  the  house-tops  till  it  was  hidden  in 
the  woods  of  Ida.  Then  the  old  man  lifted  himself  up  and 
did  obeisance  to  the  star,  and  said,  “I  delay  no  more :  whither¬ 
soever  ye  lead  I  will  follow.  Gods  of  my  country,  save  my 
25  house  and  my  grandson.  This  omen  is  of  you.  And  now,  my 
son,  I  refuse  not  to  go.” 

Then  said  iEneas,  and  as  he  spake  the  fire  came  nearer, 

and  the  light  was  clearer  to  see,  and  the  heat  more  fierce, 

“Climb,  dear  father,  on  my  shoulders;  I  will  bear  thee,  nor 
30  grow  weary  with  the  weight.  We  will  be  saved  or  perish  to¬ 
gether.  The  little  Ascanius  shall  go  with  me  and  my  wife 
follow  behind,  not  over  near.  And  ye,  servants  of  my  house, 

hearken  to  me;  ye  mind  how  that  to  one  who  passes  out  of  the 

city  there  is  a  tomb  and  a  temple  of  Ceres  in  a  lonely  place, 
35  and  an  ancient  cypress  tree  hard  by.  There  will  we  gather 
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by  divers  ways.  And  do  thou,  my  father,  take  the  holy  images 
in  thy  hands,  for  as  for  me,  who  have  but  newly  come  from 
battle,  I  may  not  touch  them  till  I  have  washed  me  in  the  run¬ 
ning  stream.” 

5  And  as  he  spake  he  put  a  cloak  of  lion’s  skin  upon  his 
shoulders,  and  the  old  man  sat  thereon.  Ascanius  also  laid 
hold  of  his  hand,  and  Creusa  followed  behind.  So  he  went  in 
much  dread  and  trembling.  For  indeed  before  sword  and  spear 
of  the  enemy  he  had  not  feared,  but  now  he  feared  for  them 
10  that  were  with  him.  But  when  he  was  come  nigh  unto  the 
gates,  and  the  journey  was  well-nigh  finished,  there  befell  a 
grievous  mischance,  for  there  was  heard  a  sound  as  of  many 
feet  through  the  darkness;  and  the  old  man  cried  to  him,  “Fly, 
my  son,  fly;  they  are  coming.  I  see  the  flashing  of  shields  and 
15  swords.” 

But  as  iEneas  hastened  to  go,  Creusa  his  wife  was  severed 
from  him.  But  whether  she  wandered  from  the  way  or  sat 
down  in  weariness,  no  man  may  say.  Only  he  saw  her  no  more, 
nor  knew  her  to  be  lost  till,  all  his  company  being  met  at  the 
20  temple  of  Ceres,  she  only  was  found  wanting.  Very  grievous 
did  the  thing  seem  to  him,  nor  did  he  cease  to  cry  out  in  his 
wrath  against  gods  and  men.  Also  he  bade  his  comrades  have 
a  care  of  his  father  and  his  son,  and  of  the  household  gods,  and 
girded  him  again  with  arms,  and  so  passed  into  the  city. 

25  And  first  he  went  to  the  wall  and  to  the  gate  by  which  he 
had  come  forth,  and  then  to  his  house,  if  haply  she  had  returned 
thither.  And  after  that  he  went  to  the  citadel  and  to  the  palace 
of  King  Priam.  And  not  the  less  did  he  seek  his  wife  through 
all  the  streets  of  the  city,  }Tea,  and  called  her  aloud  by  name. 

30  But  lo !  as  he  called,  the  image  of  her  whom  he  sought 
seemed  to  stand  before  him,  only  greater  than  she  had  been 
while  she  was  yet  alive.  And  the  spirit  spake,  saying,  “Why 
art  thou  vainly  troubled?  These  things  have  not  befallen  us 
against  the  pleasure  of  the  gods.  The  ruler  of  Olympus  willeth 
35  not  that  Creusa  should  bear  thee  company  in  thy  journey.  For 
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tliou  hast  a  long  journey  to  take,  and  many  seas  to  cross,  till 
thou  come  to  the  Hesperian  shore,  where  the  Lydian  Tiber  flows 
softly  through  a  good  land  and  a  fertile.  There  shalt  thou 
have  great  prosperity,  and  take  to  thyself  a  wife  of  royal  race. 
Weep  not  then  for  Creusa,  whom  thou  lovest,  nor  think  that 
I  shall  be  carried  away  to  be  a  bond-slave  to  some  Grecian 
woman.  Such  fate  befits  not  a  daughter  of  Dardanus  and 
daughter-in-law  of  Venus.  The  mighty  mother  of  the  gods 
keepeth  me  in  this  land  to  serve  her.  And  now,  farewell,  and 
love  the  young  Ascanius,  even  thy  son  and  mine.” 

So  spake  the  spirit,  and,  when  zEneas  wept  and  would  have 
spoken,  vanished  out  of  his  sight.  Thrice  he  would  have  cast 
his  arms  about  her  neck,  and  thrice  the  image  mocked  him, 
being  thin  as  air  and  fleeting  as  a  dream.  Then,  the  night 
being  now  spent,  he  sought  his  comrades,  and  found  with  much 
joy  and  wonder  that  a  great  company  of  men  and  women  were 
gathered  together,  and  were  willing,  all  of  them,  to  follow 
him  whithersoever  he  went.  And  now  the  morning  star  rose 
over  Mount  Ida,  and  iEneas,  seeing  that  the  Greeks  held  the 
city,  and  that  there  was  no  longer  any  hope  of  succour,  went 
his  way  to  the  mountains,  taking  with  him  his  father.  Now 
for  what  remains  of  that  year,  for  it  was  the  time  of  summer 
when  Troy  was  taken,  zEneas,  and  they  that  were  gathered  to 
him,  budded  themselves  ships  for  the  voyage,  dwelling  the  while 
under  Mount  Ida;  and  when  the  summer  was  well-nigh  come 
again  the  work  was  finished,  and  the  old  man  Anchises  com¬ 
manded  that  they  should  tarry  no  longer.  Whereupon  they 
sailed,  taking  also  their  gods  with  them. 

There  was  a  certain  land  named  Thrace,  loved  by  Mars 
beyond  all  other  lands.  Here  iEneas  budded  him  a  city,  but 
this  was  not  decreed  by  the  gods  to  be  their  abiding  place  and 
so  again  they  launched  their  ships  and  set  sail. 

And  first  they  came  to  the  island  of  Delos,  sacred  to  the 
archer-god  Phoebus.  Here  the  oracle  bade  them,  “Seek,  then, 
your  ancient  mother.  The  land  that  first  bare  you  shad  receive 
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you  again  and  there  iEneas  and  his  children’s  children  shall 
rule  from  one  generation  to  another.” 

Then  Anchises  bethought  him  that  the  beginning  of  their 
nation  was  upon  a  certain  island  named  Crete.  Whereupon  they 
5  offered  sacrifices  and  set  sail  for  Crete.  Here  they  dwelt,  but 
there  came  a  wasting  sickness  upon  the  men  and  a.  blight  upon 
the  harvest  so  that  they  scarce  knew  where  to  seek  for  help  or 
whither  they  should  go. 

But  as  /Eneas  slept  there  appeared  to  him  the  household 
10  gods,  carried  by  him  from  the  burning  ruins  of  Troy,  and  spake 
to  him  saying,  “It  was  not  Crete  that  Phoebus  decreed  to  be 
your  home  but  an  ancient  land  far  to  the  west  which  men  call 
Italy.  Thither  sail,  there  is  our  home  and  there  the  gods 
would  have  us  dwell.” 

15  So  the  men  of  Troy  made  ready  their  ships  and  departed. 
And  when  they  could  no  more  see  the  land,  there  fell  a  great 
storm  upon  them,  driving  them  for  many  days  far  from  their 
course.  Many  islands  did  they  pass  and  when  now  they  sailed 
by  Ithaca,  they  cursed  it  as  they  passed  because  it  was  the 
20  home  of  the  hateful  Ulysses. 

After  many  days  of  wandering  they  came  to  a  city  in 
Epirus,  ruled  over  by  Helenus,  son  of  King  Priam,  who  had  for 
wife  Andromache,  the  widow  of  brave  Hector.  Hlneas  met  her 
in  a  grove  by  a  river  where  with  many  tears  she  made  offerings 
25  to  the  spirit  of  Hector.  Scarce  could  she  believe  that  it  was 
not  a  spirit  and  that  it  was  indeed  /Eneas  of  Troy.  She  told 
how  she  had  been  carried  from  Troy  by  Pyrrhus,  the  haughty 
son  of  Achilles. 

And  while  she  spoke  Helenus  came  with  a  great  company 
30  and  bade  AEneas  and  his  men  welcome.  And  iEneas  saw  how 
all  things  were  ordered  and  named  even  as  they  had  been  at 
Troy,  only  the  things  at  Troy  had  been  great  and  these  were 
very  small.  Afterwards  King  Helenus  made  a  feast  to  them  in 
his  house  and  they  drank  together  and  made  merry. 

35  But  when  /Eneas  saw  that  the  wind  favored  them,  again 
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they  set  sail.  A  north  wind  blew  them,  not  without  many  hard¬ 
ships,  past  the  dangers  of  Scylla  and  Charybdis  and  the  land 
of  the  Cyclops.  While  seeking  shelter  in  a  harbor  they  saw  a 
wretched  man  as  he  ran  along  the  shore  hailing  the  ships.  His 
hair  was  unkempt  and  his  clothes  in  tatters  and  pinned  together 
with  thorns.  He  begged  that  the  men  of  Troy  have  pity  upon 
him,  saying  that  he  had  been  left  behind  in  the  cave  when 
Ulysses  and  his  companions  escaped.  For  many  months  he 
had  lived  upon  roots  and  berries,  ever  fearing  the  wrath  of  the 
giant  should  he  find  him.  Though  a  Greek,  they  were  glad  to 
help  one  in  such  sore  plight  and  took  him  on  board. 

On  the  island  of  Sicily  the  old  Anchises  died  and  was  buried 
with  due  funeral  rites. 

When  J uno,  ever  hating  the  men  of  Troy,  saw  them  nearing 
their  destination,  she  came  to  iEolus,  king  of  the  winds,  who 
keeps  them  under  bolt  and  bar  though  mightily  they  roar  within 
the  mountain.  To  him  she  said,  “Loose  thy  storms  against  a 
nation  which  I  hate  and  which  is  now  sailing  over  the  seas.” 
To  whom  answered  King  Hlolus,  “It  is  for  thee,  0  Juno,  to 
order  what  thou  wilt.”  So  saying,  he  drove  in  with  his  spear 
the  great  doors  of  their  prison  and  all  the  winds  rushed  forth 
together,  rolling  great  waves  upon  the  shore. 

King  Keptune  heard  the  tumult  where  he  sat  at  the  bottom 
of  the  sea  and  looked  forth  and  saw  how  the  ships  were  scat¬ 
tered  and  the  men  of  Troy  in  sore  peril.  He  bade  the  winds, 
“Begone,  and  tell  your  king  that  mine  is  the  dominion  over 
the  sea  and  bid  him  keep  to  his  rocks.” 

Then  FEneas  and  his  companions,  being  sore  wearied  wTith 
the  storm,  made  for  the  nearest  shore,  even  Africa,  where  they 
found  a  haven.  Here  FEneas  came  with  scarce  seven  ships  out 
of  the  twenty  with  which  he  had  set  sail. 

All  these  things  did  Jupiter  behold;  and  even  as  he  beheld 
them  there  came  to  him  Venus,  having  a  sad  countenance  and 
her  shining  eyes  dim  with  tears,  and  spake :  “0  great  Father, 
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sinned  against  thee,  that  the  whole  world  is  shut  against  them? 
Didst  not  thou  promise  that  they  should  rule  over  land  and 
sea  ?  Why,  then,  art  thou  turned  back  from  thy  purpose  ?  With 
this  I  was  wont  to  comfort  myself  for  the  evil  fate  of  Troy,  but 
lo !  this  same  fate  follows  them  still,  nor  is  there  any  end  to 
their  troubles.” 

Then  her  father  kissed  her  once  and  again,  and  answered 
smiling,  “Fear  not,  my  daughter,  the  fate  of  thy  children 
changeth  not.  Thou  shalt  see  this  city  for  which  thou  lookest, 
and  shalt  receive  thy  son,  the  great-hearted  .Eneas,  into  the 
heavens.  Hearken,  therefore,  and  I  will  tell  thee  things  to 
come.  iEneas  shall  war  with  the  nations  of  Italy,  and  shall 
subdue  them,  and  build  a  city,  and  rule  therein  for  three  years. 
And  after  the  space  of  thirty  years  shall  the  boy  Ascanius,  who 
shall  hereafter  be  called  lulus  also,  change  the  place  of  his 
throne  from  Lavinium  unto  Alba;  and  for  three  hundred  years 
shall  there  be  kings  in  Alba  of  the  kindred  of  Hector.  Then 
shall  a  priestess  bear  to  Mars  twin  sons,  whom  a  she-wolf 
shall  nurse;  of  whom  the  one,  even  Romulus,  shall  build  a  city, 
dedicating  it  to  Mars,  and  call  it  Rome,  after  his  own  name. 
To  which  city  have  I  given  empire  without  bound  or  end.  And 
Juno  also  shall  repent  her  of  her  wrath,  and  join  counsel  with 
me,  cherishing  the  men  of  Rome,  so  that  they  shall  bear  rule 
even  over  the  land  of  the  Greeks.” 

Xow  it  came  to  pass  on  the  next  day  that  Venus  appeared 
to  .Eneas  in  the  form  of  a  Tyrian  maiden  and  told  him  the 
story  of  the  people  among  whom  he  and  his  companions  had 
come.  “The  city,  hard  by,”  she  said,  “is  peopled  by  men  from 
Tyre.  Dido  is  their  queen.  Her  brother  Pygmalion  was  king 
of  Tyre,  a  wicked  man  and  ever  eager  to  increase  his  wealth. 
For  this  reason  he  had  secretly  put  to  death  the  husband  of 
Dido,  that  he  might  come  into  possession  of  his  great  wealth. 
After  many  days,  the  spirit  of  her  dead  husband  appeared  to 
Dido  in  a  dream  and,  telling  her  of  the  manner  of  his  death 
and  showing  her  his  wounds,  he  bade  her  flee  from  Tyre  and, 
i  u'lus  la  vin'i  um  rdm'ii  lus  tir'i  an  di'do  pig  ma'li  on 
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that  she  might  do  this  more  easily,  he  told  her  of  great  treasures, 
sold  and  silver,  hidden  in  the  earth.  And  Dido  made  ready 
for  the  flight,  ail  those  who  feared  or  hated  the  king  joining 
her.  Then  did  they  seize  ships  that  chanced  to  he  ready  and, 
5  loading  them  with  gold,  they  fled  across  the  sea.  Then  came 
they  to  this  place,  asking  of  the  natives  as  much  land  as  could 
he  covered  with  a  bulks  hide.  Dido  caused  the  hide  to  be  cut 
into  strips  and  with  it  enclosed  the  spot  on  which  they  built 
their  citadel.  Yonder  walls  enclose  the  city  which  they  are 
10  even  now  building.” 

Now  Jupiter  sent  Mercury,  his  messenger,  to  turn  the  heart 
of  Dido  and  her  people  that  they  would  deal  kindly  with  the 
strangers. 

When  iEneas  and  his  companions  had  come  into  the  city, 
15  Dido  received  them  with  friendliness  and  hospitality,  saying, 
“I,  too,  have  wandered  far  and,  having  suffered  much,  have 
learned  to  help  them  that  suffer.”  She  prepared  a  great  feast 
for  them  and  they  were  entertained  with  many  games. 

^Eneas  was  filled  with  wonder  as  he  passed  through  the  streets 
20  and  saw  the  throngs  of  men,  all  busily  at  work,  some  cutting 
trees  and  some  rolling  great  stones  for  the  buildings. 

When  now  he  told  the  queen  of  all  the  hardships  and  sorrow 
through  which  they  had  passed  since  Troy  was  burned,  she 
took  pity  upon  them  and  offered  them  new  homes  in  Carthage, 
25  saying,  “Men  of  Troy  and  men  of  Tyre  shall  have  equal  priv¬ 
ileges  in  this  new  city.” 

And  so  weary  were  they  of  the  sea  and  so  good  did  a  home 
seem  to  the  wanderers  that  eagerly  they  lent  not  only  labor 
but  counsel. 

'SO  The  queen  said  to  her  sister,  Anna,  “Never,  since  the  death 
of  my  husband,  has  any  man  moved  my  heart  as  this  stranger, 
so  noble  of  mien  and  so  bold  in  war.  Surely  he  is  one  of  the 
sons  of  the  gods.” 

And  gladly  would  iEneas  have  spent  the  rest  of  his  days 
35  here  but  that  Jupiter  sent  his  messenger.  Mercury,  who  spake 
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to  AEneas,  “Buildest  tliou  Carthage,  forgetting  thine  own  work? 
Why  tarriest  thou  here?  If  thou  carest  not  for  thyself,  yet 
think  of  thy  son  and  that  the  Fates  have  given  to  him  Italy  and 
Borne.” 

5  iEneas  stood  stricken  with  fear  and  doubt.  He  would  fain 
obey  the  voice  but  when  now  his  plans  were  made  known  to  the 
queen  she  was  loath  to  have  him  leave. 

And  when  now  naught  could  prevail  upon  him  to  change 
his  purpose,  Dido  ordered  a  great  funeral  pile  to  be  erected  near 
10  the  shore  and,  as  JEneas  and  his  companions  sailed  forth  in 
their  ships,  she  mounted  the  pile  and,  throwing  herself  upon 
a  sword,  was  consumed  by  the  flames.  iEneas  when  he  saw 
the  flames,  had  an  evil  foreboding  of  what  it  meant.  Years 
after  there  was  bitter  enmity  between  Carthage  and  Borne. 

15  And  so  the  men  of  Troy,  though  weary  of  the  sea,  yet  en¬ 
dured  many  hardships  more,  that  the  will  of  the  gods  might  be 
fulfilled.  And  lo !  after  the  seventh  year  from  the  time  Troy 
was  burned,  they  saw  the  shores  of  Italy  and  landed  near 
Cumae,  which  was  the  dwelling  place  of  the  Sibyl. 

20  iEneas  went  up  to  the  great  cave  of  the  Sibyl,  where  by  the 
inspiration  of  Apollo  she  foretelleth  things  to  come.  In  com¬ 
pany  with  her  and  by  her  aid  he  made  the  descent  to  the  realm 
of  shades  and  there  from  his  father  Anchises  heard  that  though 
he  had  at  last  reached  the  promised  land  yet  there  still  were 
25  sore  trials  before  him.  He  told  him,  too,  of  the  glorious  future 
of  Borne  and  called  by  name  the  illustrious  heroes  who  would 
make  Borne  great. 

Latinus  was  king  of  this  country.  He  had  an  only  child, 
a  daughter,  who  was  now  of  an  age  to  be  married.  Many 
30  chiefs  came  as  suitors  but  none  of  these  found  favor  for  King 
Latinus  minded  him  of  an  oracle  which  said,  “There  shall  come 
a  son-in-law,  from  beyond  the  sea,  who  shall  make  great  thy 
name  from  one  end  of  heaven  to  the  other.” 

And  so  it  came  to  pass  that  there  was  waged  a  terrible  war 
35  between  the  men  of  Troy  and  Turnus,  a  native  prince  and  suitor. 
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But  the  gods  gave  victory  to  JEneas  and  he  was  established  in 
the  land  with  Lavinia  for  his  wife. 

Now  Juno,  when  she  saw  that  she  was  balked  in  her  pur¬ 
pose,  prayed  for  one  favor  of  Jupiter,  “Suffer  not  that  the 
Latins  be  called  after  the  men  of  Troy.  Let  Borne  rule  the 
world  but  let  Troy  perish  forever  !” 


CHAPTER  THREE 

THE  FOUXDIXG  OF  ROME — ROMULUS  AXD  REMUS 


tExeas  of  Troy,  coming  to  the  land  of  Italy7',  took  to  wife 
Lavinia,  daughter  of  King  Latinus,  and  built  him  a  city,  which 
he  called  Lavinium,  after  the  name  of  his  wife.  And,  after 
thirty  years,  his  son  Ascanius  went  forth  from  Lavinium  with 
many  people,  and  built  him  a  new  city,  which  he  called  Alba. 
In  this  city  reigned  kings  of  the  house  and  lineage  of  JEneas  for 
twelve  generations. 

Of  these  kings  the  eleventh  in  descent  was  one  Procas,  who, 
having  two  sons,  Numitor  and  Amulius,  left  his  kingdom,  ac¬ 
cording  to  the  custom,  to  Numitor,  the  elder.  But  Amulius 
drave  out  his  brother,  and  reigned  in  his  stead.  Nor  was  he  con¬ 
tent  with  this  wickedness,  but  slew  all  the  male  children  of  his 
brother.  And  the  daughter  of  his  brother,  that  was  named  Bhea 
Silvia,  he  chose  to  be  a  priestess  of  Testa,  making  as  though  he 
would  do  the  maiden  honor,  but  his  thought  was  that  the  name 
of  his  brother  should  perish. 

But  it  came  to  pass  that  Bhea  bare  twin  sons,  Bomulus  and 
Bemus,  whose  father,  it  was  said,  was  the  god  Mars.  Very 
wroth  was  Amulius  when  he  heard  this  thing;  Bhea  he  made 
fast  in  prison,  and  the  children  he  gave  to  certain  of  his  servants 
that  they  should  cast  them  into  the  river. 

Now  it  chanced  that  at  this  season  the  Tiber  had  overflowed 
his  banks,  neither  could  the  servants  come  near  to  the  stream 
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of  the  river;  nevertheless  they  did  not  doubt  that  the  children 
would  perish,  for  all  that  the  overflowing  of  the  water  was 
neither  deep  nor  of  a  swift  current.  Thinking  then  that  they 
had  duly  performed  the  commandment  of  the  king,  they  set 
5  down  the  babes  in  the  flood  and  departed.  But  after  a  while 
the  flood  abated,  and  left  the  basket  wherein  the  children  had 
been  laid  on  dry  ground. 

And  a  she-wolf  coming  down  from  the  hill  to  drink  at  the 
river,  for  the  country  in  those  days  was  desert  and  abounding 
10  in  wild  beasts,  heard  the  crying  of  the  children  and  ran  to  them. 
Nor  did  she  devour  them,  but  fed  them;  nay,  so  gentle  was  she 
that  Faustulus,  the  king’s  shepherd,  chancing  to  go  by,  saw 
that  she  licked  them  with  her  tongue. 

Faustulus  took  the  children  and  gave  them  to  his  wife  to 
15  rear ;  and  these,  when  they  were  of  age  to  go  by  themselves,  were 
not  willing  to  abide  with  the  flocks  and  herds,  but  were  hunters, 
wandering  through  the  forests  that  were  in  those  parts. 

And  afterward,  being  now  come  to  full  strength,  they  were 
not  content  to  slay  wild  beasts  only,  but  would  assail  troops  of 
20  robbers,  as  these  were  returning  laden  with  their  booty,  and 
would  divide  the  spoils  among  the  shepherds. 

Now  there  was  held  in  those  days,  on  the  hill  that  is  now 
called  the  Palatine,  a  yearly  festival  to  the  god  Pan.  This  festi¬ 
val  King  Evander  first  ordained,  having  come  from  Arcadia,  in 
25  which  land,  being  a  land  of  shepherds,  Pan  that  is  the  god  of 
shepherds  is  greatly  honored.  And  when  the  young  men  and 
their  company — for  they  had  gathered  a  great  company  of 
shepherds  about  them,  and  led  them  in  all  matters  both  of  busi¬ 
ness  and  of  sport — were  busy  with  the  festival,  there  came  upon 
30  them  certain  robbers  that  had  made  an  ambush  in  the  place, 
being  very  wroth  by  reason  of  the  booty  which  they  had  lost. 

These  laid  hands  on  Bemus,  but  Eomulus  they  could  not 
take,  so  fiercely  did  he  fight  against  them.  Eemus,  therefore, 
they  delivered  up  to  King  Amulius,  accusing  him  of  many 
35  things  and  chiefly  of  this,  that  he  and  his  companions  had  in- 
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vaded  the  land  of  Numitor,  dealing  with  them  in  the  fashion  of 
an  enemy  and  carrying  off  much  spoil.  To  Numitor,  therefore, 
did  the  king  deliver  Bemus,  that  he  might  put  him  to  death. 

Now  Faustulus  had  believed  from  the  beginning  that  the 
children  were  of  the  royal  house,  for  he  knew  that  the  babes 
had  been  cast  into  the  river  by  the  king’s  command,  and  the 
time  also  of  his  finding  them  agreed  thereto.  Nevertheless  he 
had  not  judged  it  expedient  to  open  the  matter  before  due  time, 
but  waited  till  occasion  or  necessity  should  arise. 

But  now,  there  being  such  necessity,  he  opened  the  matter  to 
Bomulus.  Numitor  also,  when  he  had  the  young  man  Bemus 
in  his  custody,  knowing  that  he  and  his  brother  were  twins,  and 
that  the  time  agreed,  and  seeing  that  they  were  of  a  high  spirit, 
bethought  him  of  his  grandsons;  and,  indeed,  having  asked 
many  questions  of  Bemus,  was  come  nigh  to  knowing  of  what 
race  he  was. 

And  now  also  Bomulus  was  ready  to  help  his  brother.  To 
come  openly  with  his  whole  company  he  dared  not,  for  he  was 
not  a  match  for  the  power  of  King  Amulius ;  but  he  bade  sundry 
shepherds  make  their  way  to  the  palace,  each  as  best  he  could, 
appointing  to  them  a  time  at  which  they  should  meet.  And 
now  came  Bemus  also,  with  a  troop  of  youths  gathered  together 
from  the  household  of  Numitor. 

Then  did  Bomulus  and  Bemus  slay  King  Amulius.  In  the 
meanwhile  Numitor  gathered  the  youth  of  Alba  to  the  citadel, 
crying  out  that  they  must  make  the  place  safe,  for  that  the 
enemy  was  upon  them  ;  but  when  he  perceived  that  the  young 
men  had  done  the  deed,  forthwith  he  called  an  assembly  of  the 
citizens,  and  set  forth  to  them  the  wickedness  which  his  brother 
had  wrought  against  him,  and  how  his  grandsons  had  been  born 
and  bred  and  made  known  to  him,  and  then  how  the  tyrant  had 
been  slain,  himself  having  counselled  the  deed. 

When  he  had  so  spoken  the  young  men  came  with  their 
company  into  the  midst  of  the  assembly  and  saluted  him  as 
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king;  to  which  thing  the  whole  multitude  agreeing  with  one 
consent,  Numitor  was  established  upon  the  throne. 

After  this  Komulus  and  his  brother  conceived  this  purpose, 
that,  leaving  their  grandfather  to  he  king  at  Alba,  they  should 
5  build  for  themselves  a  new  city  in  the  place  where,  having  been 
at  the  first  left  to  die,  they  had  been  brought  up  by  Faustulus, 
the  shepherd.  And  to  this  purpose  many  agreed  both  of  the 
men  of  Alba  and  of  the  Latins,  and  also  of  the  shepherds  that 
had  followed  them  from  the  first,  holding  it  for  certain  all  of 
10  them  that  Alba  and  Lavinium  would  be  of  small  account  in  com¬ 
parison  with  this  new  city  which  they  should  build  together. 

But  while  the  brothers  were  busy  with  these  things,  there 
sprang  up  afresh  the  same  evil  thing  which  had  before  wrought 
such  trouble  in  their  house,  even  the  lust  of  power.  For  though 
15  the  beginnings  of  the  strife  between  them  were  peaceful,  yet  did 
it  end  in  great  wickedness. 

The  matter  fell  out  in  this  wise.  Seeing  that  the  brothers 
were  twins,  and  that  neither  could  claim  to  have  the  preference 
to  the  other  in  respect  of  his  age,  it  was  agreed  between  them 
20  that  the  gods  that  were  the  guardians  of  that  country  should 
make  known  by  means  of  augury  which  of  the  two  they  chose  to 
give  his  name  to  the  new  city. 

Then  Romulus  stood  on  the  Palatine  hill,  and  when  there 
had  been  marked  out  for  him  a  certain  region  of  the  sky, 
25  watched  therein  for  a  sign ;  and  Remus  watched  in  like  manner, 
standing  on  the  Aventine.  And  to  Remus  first  came  a  sign,  six 
vultures;  but  so  soon  as  the  sign  had  been  proclaimed  there 
came  another  to  Romulus,  even  twelve  vultures.  Then  they  that 
favored  Remus  clamored  that  the  gods  had  chosen  him  for 
30  king,  because  he  had  first  seen  the  birds;  and  they  that  favored 
Romulus  answered  that  he  was  to  be  preferred  because  he  had 
seen  more  in  number. 

This  dispute  waxed  so  hot  that  they  fell  to  fighting;  and  in 
the  fight  it  chanced  that  Remus  was  slain. 

35  But  some  say  that  when  Romulus  had  marked  out  the  bor- 
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ders  of  the  town  which  he  would  build,  and  had  caused  them  to 
build  a  wall  round  it,  Remus  leapt  over  the  wall,  scorning  it 
because  it  was  mean  and  low;  and  that  Romulus  slew  him,  cry¬ 
ing  out,  “Thus  shall  every  man  perish  that  shall  dare  to  leap 
5  over  my  walls/'’  This  much  is  certain,  that  Romulus  gained  the 
whole  kingdom  for  himself  and  called  the  city  after  his  own 
name. 

Having  first  done  sacrifice  to  the  gods,  Romulus  called  a 
general  assembly  of  the  people,  that  he  might  give  them  laws, 
10  knowing  that  without  laws  no  city  can  endure.  And  judging 
that  these  would  be  the  better  kept  by  his  subjects  if  he  should 
himself  bear  something  of  the  showT  of  royal  majesty,  he  took 
certain  signs  of  dignity,  and  especially  twelve  men  that  should 
continually  attend  him,  bearing  bundles  of  rods,  and  in  the 
15  midst  of  the  rods  an  axe;  these  men  they  called  lictors. 

Meanwhile  the  city  increased,  for  the  king  and  his  people 
enlarged  their  borders,  looking  rather  to  the  greatness  for  which 
they  hoped  than  to  that  which  they  had.  And  that  this  increase 
might  not  be  altogether  empty  walls  without  men,  Romulus  set 
20  up  a  sanctuary,  to  which  were  gathered  a  great  multitude  of  men 
from  the  nations  round  about.  All  that  were  discontented  and 
lovers  of  novelty  came  to  him.  Nor  did  he  take  any  account  of 
their  condition,  whether  they  were  bond  or  free,  but  received 
them  all.  Thus  was  there  added  to  the  city  great  strength. 

25  And  the  king,  when  he  judged  that  there  was  strength  suf¬ 
ficient,  was  minded  to  add  to  the  strength  counsel.  Wherefore 
he  chose  a  hundred  men  for  counsellors.  A  hundred  he  chose, 
either  because  he  held  that  number  to  be  sufficient,  or  because 
there  were  no  more  that  were  fit  to  bear  this  dignity  and  be 
30  called  fathers,  for  this  was  the  name  of  these  counsellors. 

After  this  the  people  bethought  themselves  how  they  should 
get  for  themselves  wives,  for  there  were  no  women  in  the  place. 
Wherefore  Romulus  sent  ambassadors  to  the  nations  round 
about,  praying  that  they  should  give  their  daughters  to  his  peo- 
35  pie  for  wives.  “Cities,”  he  said,  “have  humble  beginnings  even 
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as  all  other  things.  Nevertheless  they  that  have  the  gods  and 
their  own  valor  to  help  become  great.  Now  that  the  gods  are 
with  ns,  as  ye  know,  be  assured  also  that  valor  shall  not  be 
wanting; ” 

5  But  the  nations  round  about  would  not  hearken  to  him, 
thinking  scorn  of  this  gathering  of  robbers  and  slaves  and  run¬ 
aways,  so  that  they  said,  “Why  do  ye  not  open  a  sanctuary  for 
women  also  that  so  ye  may  find  fit  wives  for  your  people  ?”  Also 
they  feared  for  themselves  and  their  children  what  this  new  city 
10  might  grow  to. 

Now  when  the  ambassadors  brought  back  this  answer  the 
Bomans  were  greatly  wroth,  and  would  take  by  force  that  which 
their  neighbors  would  not  give  of  their  free  will.  And  to  the 
end  that  they  might  do  this  more  easily,  King  Bomulus  ap- 
15  pointed  certain  days  whereon  he  and  his  people  would  hold  a 
festival  with  games  to  Neptune;  and  to  this  festival  he  called 
all  them  that  dwelt  in  the  cities  round  about.  But  when  many 
were  gathered  together,  for  they  were  fain  to  see  what  this  new 
city  might  be,  and  were  now  wholly  bent  on  the  spectacle  of  the 
20  games,  the  young  men  of  the  Bomans  ran  in  upon  them,  and 
carried  off  all  such  as  were  unwedded  among  the  women.  To 
these  King  Bomulus  spake  kindly,  saying,  “The  fault  is  not  with 
us  but  with  your  fathers,  who  dealt  proudly  with  us,  and  would 
not  give  you  to  us  in  marriage.  But  now  ye  shall  be  held  in  all 
25  honor  as  our  wives,  and  shall  have  your  portion  of  all  that  we 
possess  Put  away  therefore  your  anger,  for  ye  shall  find  us  so 
much  the  better  husbands  than  other  men,  as  we  must  be  to  you 
not  for  husbands  only  but  parents  also  and  native  country.” 

In  the  meanwhile  the  parents  of  them  that  had  been  carried 
30  off  put  on  sackcloth,  and  went  about  through  the  cities  crying 
out  for  vengeance  upon  the  Bomans.  And  chiefly  they  sought 
for  help  from  Titus  Tatius,  that  was  king  of  the  Sabines  in  those 
days,  and  of  great  power  and  renown,  who  came  up  against 
Borne  with  a  great  army. 

And  first  of  all  they  gained  the  citadel  by  treachery  in  this 
ti'tus  ta'shus  sa'blns 
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manner.  One  Tarpeius  was  governor  of  the  citadel,  whose 
daughter,  Tarpeia  by  name,  going  forth  from  the  walls  to  fetch 
water  for  a  sacrifice,  took  money  from  King  Tatius  that  she 
should  receive  certain  of  the  soldiers  within  the  citadel;  but 
when  they  had  been  so  received,  the  men  cast  their  shields  upon 
her,  slaying  her  with  the  weight  of  them.  This  they  did  either 
that  they  might  be  thought  to  have  taken  the  place  by  force,  or 
that  they  judged  it  to  be  well  that  no  faith  should  be  kept  with 
traitors. 

Some  also  tell  this  tale,  that  the  Sabines  wore  great  bracelets 
of  gold  on  their  left  arms,  and  on  their  left  hands  fair  rings  with 
precious  stones  therein,  and  that  when  the  maiden  covenanted 
with  them  that  she  should  have  for  a  reward  that  which  they 
carried  in  their  left  hands,  they  cast  their  shields  upon  her. 
And  others  say  that  she  asked  for  their  shields  having  the  pur¬ 
pose  to  betray  them,  and  for  this  cause  was  slain. 

Thus  the  Sabines  had  possession  of  the  citadel;  and  the  next 
day  King  Romulus  set  the  battle  in  array  on  the  plain  that  lay 
between  the  hill  of  the  Capitol  and  the  hill  of  the  Palatine.  And 
first  the  Romans  were  very  eager  to  recover  the  citadel,  a  certain 
Hostilius  being  their  leader.  But  when  this  man,  fighting  in 
the  forefront  of  the  battle,  was  slain,  the  Romans  turned  their 
backs  and  fled  before  the  Sabines,  even  unto  the  gate  of  the 
Palatine. 

Then  King  Romulus,  for  he  himself  had  been  carried  away 
by  the  crowd  of  them  that  fled,  held  up  his  sword  and  his  spear 
to  the  heavens,  and  cried  aloud,  “0  Jupiter,  here  in  the  Palatine 
didst  thou  first,  by  the  tokens  which  thou  sentest  me,  lay  the 
foundations  of  my  city.  And  lo !  the  Sabines  have  taken  the 
citadel  by  wicked  craft,  and  have  crossed  the  valley,  and  are 
come  up  even  hither.  But  if  thou  sufferest  them  so  far,  do  thou 
at  the  least  defend  this  place  against  them,  and  stay  this  shame¬ 
ful  flight  of  my  people.  So  will  I  build  a  temple  for  thee  in  this 
place,  even  a  temple  of  Jupiter  the  Stayer,  that  may  be  a 
tar  pe'yus  tar  pe'va  hos  til'I  us 
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memorial  to  after  generations  of  how  thou  didst  this  day  save 
this  city.” 

And  when  he  had  so  spoken,  even  as  though  he  knew  that 
the  prayer  had  been  heard,  he  cried,  “Ye  men  of  Eome,  Jupiter 
5  bids  you  stand  fast  in  this  place  and  renew  the  battle.” 

And  when  the  men  of  Eome  heard  these  words,  it  was  as  if  a 
voice  from  heaven  had  spoken  to  them,  and  they  stood  fast,  and 
the  king  himself  went  forward  and  stood  among  the  foremost. 

Kow  the  leader  of  the  Sabines  was  one  Curtius.  This  man, 
10  as  he  drave  the  Eomans  before  him,  cried  out  to  his  comrades, 
“See  we  have  conquered  these  men,  false  hosts  and  feeble  foes 
that  they  are !  Surely  now  they  know  that  it  is  one  thing  to 
carry  off  maidens  and  another  to  fight  with  men.” 

But  whilst  he  boasted  himself  thus,  King  Eomulus  and  a 
15  company  of  the  youth  rushed  upon  him.  Kow  Curtius  was 
fighting  on  horseback,  and  being  thus  assailed  he  fled,  plunging 
into  a  certain  pool  which  lay  between  the  Palatine  hill  and  the 
Capitol.  Thus  did  he  barely  escape  with  his  life,  and  the  lake 
was  called  thereafter  Curtius’  pool. 

20  And  now  the  Sabines  began  to  give  way  to  the  Eomans, 
when  suddenly  the  women  for  whose  sake  they  fought,  having 
their  hair  loosened  and  their  garments  rent,  ran  in  between 
them  that  fought,  crying  out,  “Shed  ye  not  each  other’s  blood  ye 
that  are  fathers-in-law  and  sons-in-law  to  each  other.  But  if 
25  ye  break  this  bond  that  is  between  you,  slay  us  that  are  the  cause 
of  this  trouble.  And  surely  it  were  better  for  us  to  die  than  to 
live  if  we  be  bereaved  of  our  fathers  or  of  our  husbands.” 

With  these  words  they  stirred  the  hearts  both  of  the  chiefs 
and  of  the  people,  so  that  there  was  suddenly  made  a  great 
30  silence.  And  afterward  the  leaders  came  forth  to  make  a 
covenant;  and  these  indeed  so  ordered  matters  that  there  was 
not  peace  only,  but  one  state  where  there  had  been  two.  For 
the  Sabines  came  to  Eome  and  dwelt  there ;  and  King  Eomulus 
and  King  Tatius  reigned  together.  Only,  after  a  while,  certain 
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men  slew  King  Tatius  as  lie  was  sacrificing  to  the  gods  at 
Lavinium;  and  thereafter  Komnlus  only  was  king  as  before. 

When  he  had  reigned  thirty  and  seven  years  there  befell  the 
thing  that  shall  now  be  told.  On  a  certain  day  he  called  the 
5  people  together  on  the  field  of  Mars,  and  held  a  review  of  his 
army.  But  while  he  did  this  there  arose  suddenly  a  great  storm 
with  loud  thunderings  and  very  thick  clouds,  so  that  the  king 
was  hidden  away  from  the  eyes  of  all  the  people.  Nor  indeed 
was  he  ever  again  seen  upon  the  earth. 

10  And  when  men  were  recovered  of  their  fear  they  were  in 
great  trouble,  because  they  had  lost  their  king,  though  indeed 
the  fathers  would  have  it  that  he  had  been  carried  by  a  whirl¬ 
wind  into  heaven. 

Yet  after  a  while  they  began  to  worship  him  as  being  now 
15  a  god;  and  when  nevertheless  some  doubted,  and  would  even 
whisper  among  themselves  that  Bomulus  had  been  torn  in  pieces 
by  the  fathers,  there  came  forward  a  certain  Proculus,  who 
spake  after  this  manner:  “Ye  men  of  Rome,  this  day,  in  the 
early  morning,  I  saw  Romulus,  the  father  of  this  city,  come 
20  down  from  heaven  and  stand  before  me.  And  when  great  fear 
came  upon  me,  I  prayed  that  it  might  be  lawful  for  me  to  look 
upon  him  face  to  face.  Then  said  he  to  me,  ‘Go  thy  way,  tell 
the  men  of  Rome  that  it  is  the  will  of  them  that  dwell  in  heaven 
that  Rome  should  be  the  chiefest  city  in  the  world.  Bid  them 
25  therefore  be  diligent  in  war;  and  let  them  know  for  themselves 
and  tell  their  children  after  them  that  there  is  no  power  on  earth 
so  great  that  it  shall  be  able  to  stand  against  them/  And  when 
he  had  thus  spoken,  he  departed  from  me,  going  up  into  heaven.” 
All  men  believed  Proculus  when  he  thus  spake,  and  the  people 
30  ceased  from  their  sorrow  when  they  knew  that  King  Romulus 
had  been  taken  up  into  heaven. 

And  now  it  was  needful  that  another  king  should  be  chosen. 
No  man  in  those  days  was  more  renowned  for  his  righteousness 
and  piety  than  a  certain  Numa  Pompilius  that  dwelt  in  the  land 
35  of  the  Sabines.  Now  it  seemed  at  first  to  the  Senate  that  the 
proc'u  lus  nu'ma  pom  pil'I  us 
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Sabines  would  be  too  powerful  in  the  state  if  the  king  should 
be  chosen  from  among  them,  nevertheless  because  they  could 
not  agree  upon  any  other  man,  at  last  with  one  consent  they 
decreed  that  the  kingdom  should  be  offered  to  him.  And  Numa 
5  was  willing  to  receive  it  if  only  the  gods  consented. 

And  the  consent  of  the  gods  was  asked  in  this  fashion.  Be¬ 
ing  led  by  the  augur  into  the  citadel,  he  sat  down  on  a  stone  with 
his  face  looking  toward  the  south,  and  on  his  left  hand  sat  the 
augur,  having  his  head  covered  and  in  his  hand  an  augur’s  staff, 
10  which  is  a  wand  bent  at  the  end  and  having  no  knot.  Then 
looking  toward  the  city  and  the  country  round  about,  he  offered 
prayers  to  the  gods  and  marked  out  the  region  of  the  sky  from 
the  sunrising  to  the  sunsetting;  the  parts  toward  the  south  he 
called  the  right,  and  the  parts  toward  the  north  he  called  the 
15  left;  and  he  set  a  boundary  before  as  far  as  his  eye  could  reach. 
After  this  he  took  his  staff  in  his  left  hand  and  laid  his  right  on 
the  head  of  Numa,  praying  in  these  words:  “Father  Jupiter,  if 
it  be  thy  will  that  this  Numa  Pompilius,  whose  head  I  hold, 
should  be  King  of  Pome,  show  us,  I  pray  thee,  clear  tokens  of 
20  this  thy  will  within  the  space  which  I  have  marked  out.”  He 
then  named  the  tokens  which  he  desired,  and  when  they  had 
been  shown,  Numa  was  declared  to  be  king. 

King  Numa,  considering  that  the  city  was  but  newly 
founded,  and  that  by  violence  and  force,  conceived  that  he  ought 
25  to  found  it  anew,  giving  it  justice  and  laws  and  religion;  and 
that  he  might  soften  the  manners  and  tempers  of  the  people,  he 
would  have  them  cease  a  while  from  war. 

To  this  end  he  built  a  temple  of  J anus,  by  which  it  might  be 
signified  whether  there  was  peace  or  war  in  the  state;  for,  if  it 
30  were  peace,  the  gates  of  the  temple  should  be  shut,  but  if  it  were 
war,  they  should  be  open.  Twice  only  were  the  gates  shut  after 
the  days  of  Numa.  This  temple  then  King  Numa  built,  and 
shut  the  gates  thereof,  having  first  made  treaties  of  peace  with 
the  nations  round  about. 

Many  other  things  did  King  Numa  set  in  order  for  his  peo- 
ja'nus 
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pie.  First  he  divided  the  year  into  twelve  months,  each  month 
being  according  to  the  course  of  the  moon,  and  in  every  twenty- 
fourth  year  another  month,  that  the  year  might  so  agree  with 
the  course  of  the  sun.  Also  he  appointed  certain  lawful  days 
for  business,  and  other  days  on  which  nothing  might  be  done. 
He  made  priests  also,  of  whom  the  chief  was  the  priest  of 
Jupiter,  to  whom  he  gave  splendid  apparel  and  a  chair  of  ivory. 
Two  other  priests  he  made,  one  of  Mars,  and  the  other  of  Quiri- 
nus,  that  is  to  say,  of  Eomulus  the  god. 

And  he  chose  virgins  for  the  service  of  Vesta,  who  should 
keep  alive  the  sacred  tire,  and  twelve  priests  of  Mars  to  be 
keepers  of  the  sacred  shield.  This  shield,  men  said,  fell  down 
from  heaven,  and  that  it  might  be  kept  the  more  safely,  King 
Kuma  commanded  that  they  should  make  eleven  other  shields 
like  unto  it.  This  shield  and  its  fellows  the  priests  were  to 
carry  through  the  city,  having  on  flowered  tunics  and  breast¬ 
plates  of  brass,  and  dancing  and  singing  hymns.  And  many 
other  things  as  to  the  worship  of  the  gods,  and  the  interpreting 
of  signs,  and  the  dealing  with  marvels  and  portents,  King 
Kuma  set  in  order. 

And  that  the  people  might  regard  these  laws  and  customs 
with  the  more  reverence,  he  gave  out  that  he  had  not  devised 
them  of  his  own  wit,  but  that  he  had  learnt  them  from  a  certain 
goddess  whose  name  was  Egeria,  whom  he  was  wont  to  meet  in  a 
grove  that  was  hard  by  the  city. 

King  Xuma  died,  having  reigned  forty  and  three  years. 

> 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 

Historical  and  Biographical:  Vergil,  a  Roman  poet  who  lived  in 
the  first  century  B.  C.,  tells  the  story  of  iEneas  in  his  great  poem, 
“The  iEneid. ”  In  this  poem  Vergil  makes  the  founders  of  Rome 
direct  descendants  of  the  renowned  Trojan  hero,  HCneas. 

iEneas  was  the  son  of  Anchises  and  the  goddess  Venus.  He  is 
often  represented  with  burning  Troy  behind  him,  bearing  upon  his 
shoulders  the  old  Anchises  and  carrying  in  one  hand  the  household 
gods,  while  with  the  other  he  leads  his  young  son  Ascanius. 
kwi  ri'nus  e  je'ri  a 
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Notes  and  Questions 


Chapter  One:  What  was  the  cause 
of  the  Trojan  war? 

Are  your  sympathies  with  the 
Greeks  or  Trojans  in  this  war? 
Why? 

From  the  description  in  this  chap¬ 
ter  sketch  a  “picture-map” 
and  locate  upon  it  the  relative 
position  of  Troy,  Tenedos,  and 
the  plain  and  camp  of  the 
Greeks. 

Tell  the  story  of  Sinon.  What 
do  you  think  of  him? 

What  do  you  think  of  the  fate  of 
Laocoon?  Compare  this  word 
picture  of  the  priest  and  his 
sons  with  pictures  of  the  fa¬ 
mous  statue  which  tells  the 
same  story.  Which  tells  the 
story  more  forcibly  to  you? 

What  reasons  did  the  Trojans 
have  for  believing  it  wise  to 
bring  the  horse  of  wood  into 
the  city? 

Cassandra,  daughter  of  King 
Priam,  was  loved  by  Apollo, 
who  gave  her  the  gift  of  proph¬ 
esy.  When,  however,  she  re¬ 
jected  his  suit,  he  added  this 
curse  to  his  gift,  that  she 
should  foretell  the  doom  of 
Troy  but  be  believed  by  no  one. 

Do  modern  armies  destroy  cities 
captured  after  sieges — as  the 
Greeks  did  Troy? 

How  do  you  account  for  the  fact 
that  a  brave  warrior  like  Pyrrhus 
was  willing  to  strike  down  the 
aged  and  defenseless  Priam? 

Chapter  Two :  Creusa  was  a 
daughter  of  King  Priam. 


What  thoughts  came  to  the  mind 
of  JEneas  when  he  caught  sight 
of  Helen?  Do  you  think  you 
would  have  felt  as  he  did? 

What  was  the  sign  that  per¬ 
suaded  Anchises  to  go  with 
iEneas? 

Bead  passages  which  show  that 
iEneas  was  a  good  son  to  An¬ 
chises. 

Hesperia  is  a  name  given  by  the 
ancient  poets  to  the  land  lying 
west  of  Greece,  and  especially 
to  Italy  and  Spain. 

Dardanus  is  a  name  applied  to 
Priam. 

The  household  gods  presided  over 
the  house  and  the  family.  The 
Romans  made  images  of  their 
household  gods. 

Tell  the  story  of  Creusa. 

How  long  after  the  fall  of  Troy 
did  these  Trojans  begin  their 
wandering  and  search  for  a  new 
home? 

Tell  the  story  of  the  companion 
of  Ulysses  who  was  left  behind 
in  the  cave  of  the  Cyclops. 

Are  you  surprised  that  these  wan¬ 
dering  Trojans  should  be  will¬ 
ing  to  rescue  a  Greek? 

Compare  the  adventures  of  iEneas 
with  those  of  Ulysses. 

What  part  of  Jupiter’s  promise  to 
Venus  is  most  pleasing  to  her? 

Tell  the  story  of  Dido  and  Car¬ 
thage. 

Was  the  prayer  of  Juno  an¬ 
swered? 

Chapter  Three :  How  were  Rom¬ 
ulus  and  Remus  descended  from 
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JEneas?  Which  of  the  brothers 
was  the  stronger  ?  What  rea¬ 
sons  have  you  for  your  opinion? 

How  was  Numitor  restored  to  his 
throne? 

Home  was  built  on  seven  hills. 
Three  of  them  are  mentioned 
in  this  story;  the  Palatine,  the 
Aventine,  and  the  Capitoline. 

Tell  how  the  city  was  founded. 

How  was  the  population  in¬ 
creased? 

Would  this  new  population  be  dif¬ 
ficult  to  govern? 

A  sanctuary  is  a  place  of  refuge 
and  safety  for  criminals  and 
runaway  slaves. 

What  was  the  purpose  of  Eomulus 
in  establishing  the  office  of 
lictor?  Was  it  a  wise  plan? 

Why  did  the  neighbors  object  to 


giving  their  daughters  in  mar¬ 
riage  to  these  people? 

How  did  they  finally  gain  their 
wives  ? 

Tell  the  story  of  Tarpeia. 

How  did  the  war  with  the  Sa¬ 
bines  end? 

Describe  the  passing  of  Eomulus. 

Why  did  the  Eomans  like  to  be¬ 
lieve  that  Eomulus  passed  from 
earth  in  the  manner  told  in  this 
story  ? 

Who  was  Numa?  How  did  he 
regard  war? 

Tell  about  the  temple  of  Janus. 

What  other  good  features  did 
Numa  establish? 

"Which  was  the  greater  ruler  of 
Eome,  Eomulus  or  Numa?  Give 
reasons  for  your  answer. 


BOOK  IV 


THE  STORY  OF  HORATIUS 

The  seventh  king  of  Rome  was  known  as  Tarqnin  the  Proud. 
He  was  a  cruel  and  wicked  man,  very  different  from  the  earlier 
kings.  He  had  gained  his  power  by  bloodshed  and  violence,  and 
he  used  it  like  a  tyrant.  He  repealed  the  good  laws  which  had 
5  been  made  under  the  rulers  before  him,  and  made  others  in  their 
place.  The  nobles  complained  that  he  did  everything  according 
to  his  own  will,  and  never  asked  the  senate  for  its  advice  and 
assistance.  The  people,  in  their  turn,  murmured  at  the  constant 
wars  which  he  carried  on,  and  the  hard  tasks  at  which  he  set 
10  them  in  time  of  peace.  At  last,  all  Rome  was  weary  of  his  rule,, 
and  the  people  of  the  city  only  needed  some  one  to  direct  them 
in  order  to  turn  against  him. 

They  found  their  leader  in  a  noble  named  Brutus,  who  had 
suffered  much  at  the  hands  of  the  king.  His  brother  had  been 
15  put  to  death  by  Tarquin;  and  Brutus,  to  save  himself  from  a 
like  fate,  had  been  obliged  to  give  up  his  property  and  seem  to 
be  dull  and  slow  of  mind,  so  that  the  king  might  find  nothing 
in  him  to  fear. 

But  beneath  this  mask  of  stupidity  the  real  Brutus  was 
20  keen  and  watchful.  Once  he  had  been  sent  as  the  companion  of 
the  king’s  sons  when  they  went  to  consult  the  great  oracle  at 
Delphi,  in  Greece.  After  finishing  the  business  upon  which  they 
had  gone,  the  young  men  asked  the  oracle  which  one  of  them 
should  succeed  King  Tarquin  as  ruler  of  Rome.  The  oracle 
25  replied,  that  he  who  first  kissed  his  mother  upon  their  return 
should  rule  the  city.  The  princes  hastened  to  draw  lots  to  decide 

ho  ra'shi  us  tar'kwin  bro'tus  del'fi 
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which  one  of  them  should  have  that  privilege,  and  so  gain  the 
throne,  but  Brutus  understood  the  prophecy  better.  He  pre¬ 
tended  to  stumble  and  fall,  kissing  the  ground  beneath  him  as 
he  did  so,  for  he  guessed  that  the  oracle  had  not  meant  a  person, 
5  but  the  great  earth,  the  mother  of  them  all. 

In  spite  of  the  discontent  among  the  citizens,  Tarquin  might, 
perhaps,  have  been  king  of  Borne  until  he  died,  if  it  had  not 
been  for  the  great  wickedness  of  one  of  his  sons.  While  the 
king  was  away  from  the  city,  carrying  on  war  with  a  neighboring 
10  people,  this  son,  Sextus,  caused  the  death  of  a  noble  Boman 
lady  named  Lucretia.  Her  husband  and  her  father  were  over¬ 
come  with  grief  and  rage,  and  Brutus,  who  was  with  them, 
threw  off  his  pretended  dullness.  He  seized  the  bloody  dagger 
that  had  slain  Lucretia,  and  swore  with  them  that  he  would 
15  never  rest  until  the  family  of  Tarquin  had  ceased  to  reign  at 
Borne.  Then  he  hurried  to  the  city  and  told  the  story  there. 
The  people  were  filled  with  anger,  and  when  the  king  and  his 
sons  returned,  they  found  the  gates  closed  against  them.  Their 
soldiers  had  already  received  Brutus  with  joy,  and,  having  lost 
2o  both  army  and  city,  the  king  was  obliged  to  leave  the  lands  of 
Borne  and  seek  refuge  among  his  friends  north  of  the  Tiber. 

After  they  had  cast  out  the  Tarquins,  the  people  took  an 
oath  that  they  would  never,  from  that  time  on,  allow  any  one 
to  become  king  of  Borne.  Then  one  of  the  first  things  which 
25  they  had  to  do  was  to  find  some  other  form  of  government  to 
take  the  place  of  the  old  one.  For  they  knew  very  well  that  they 
must  have  some  one  in  authority  over  them,  or  their  enemies 
would  be  able  to  overcome  their  army,  and  King  Tarquin  might 
seize  his  throne  once  more. 

3q  So  the  people  set  up  a  republic.  They  agreed  that  two  men, 
called  consuls,  should  be  elected  each  year;  and  these  consuls, 
with  the  senate,  should  govern  Borne  in  the  place  of  the  kings. 
When  the  vote  was  taken  for  the  first  consuls,  it  was  found  that 
Brutus  was  one  of  the  two  men  who  were  elected;  so  the  oracle 
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was  fulfilled  which  foretold  that  he  should  follow  Tarquin  as 
ruler  of  the  city. 

Tarquin  the  Proud  was  not  content,  however,  to  see  his  king¬ 
dom  slip  from  him  so  easily;  and  the  Roman  people  were  soon 
5  obliged  to  fight  for  the  right  of  governing  themselves.  Their 
first  trouble  came  from  within  the  city  itself ;  and  this,  perhaps, 
no  one  had  expected. 

There  wrere  some  of  the  people  of  Rome  who  were  not  pleased 
at  the  expulsion  of  the  king,  and  who  would  have  been  glad  to 
10  have  him  back  with  them  again.  These  persons  were  young 
men  of  high  family  and  much  wealth,  who  had  been  the  com¬ 
panions  of  the  young  princes,  and  who  had  enjoyed  rights  and 
privileges  under  the  rule  of  Tarquin  which  were  now  taken  away 
from  them.  They  complained  bitterly  of  this,  and  said  that, 
15  though  the  rest  of  the  people  had  gained  by  having  the  Tarquins 
go,  they  had  lost  by  it.  So,  when  the  opportunity  offered  itself, 
they  began  working  selfishly  to  return  the  king  to  power. 

Their  chance  came  wThen  Tarquin  sent  men  back  to  Rome  to 
claim  the  property  which  he  and  his  sons  had  left  behind 
20  them,  when  they  had  been  driven  away.  While  these  men  were 
in  the  city,  they  made  a  plot  with  the  dissatisfied  young  nobles 
to  place  King  Tarquin  on  his  throne  once  more.  This  was 
treason  on  the  part  of  the  young  nobles;  but  they  cared  more 
for  their  own  pleasures  than  they  did  for  their  country.  How- 
25  ever,  the  plot  was  discovered  by  a  slave,  and  from  him  the  consuls 
learned  of  it.  When  the  plotters  had  been  seized,  it  was  found 
that  among  them  were  the  two  sons  of  the  consul,  Brutus  himself. 

It  was  part  of  the  duty  of  the  consul  to  act  as  judge  in  the 
trial  of  prisoners,  and  this  made  the  situation  doubly  terrible  for 
30  Brutus.  But  he  was  a  true  Roman,  and  loved  his  country  even 
more  than  he  did  his  own  children.  He  took  his  seat  with  the 
other  consul,  and,  when  the  young  men  were  led  before  the 
judges,  he  joined  in  condemning  them  all  to  death.  Then  the 
prisoners  were  given  into  charge  of  attendants  of  the  consuls, 
35  called  lictors,  who  each  carried  a  battle-axe,  bound  into  a  bundle 
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of  rods,  as  a  sign  that  the  consuls  had  the  right  to  punish 
offenders  with  flogging  and  with  death  itself.  They  made  the 
erring  young  nobles  suffer  the  full  severity  of  the  law,  and  the 
Bomans  saw,  with  admiration  and  pity,  that  the  stem  virtue  of 
5  Brutus  did  not  fail  him  even  when  the  welfare  of  his  country 
demanded  that  his  sons  be  put  to  death  before  his  eyes. 

Tarquin  was  only  made  more  angry  and  determined  by  the 
failure  of  this  plot.  He  now  decided  that  if  he  could  not  get 
back  his  throne  by  treachery,  he  would  try  to  do  so  by  open  war. 
10  He  went  about  from  city  to  city,  begging  help  from  the  enemies 
of  Borne  to  bring  his  people  back  under  his  rule  once  more. 
No  matter  how  often  he  was  refused,  or  how  often  he  was 
defeated  in  battle  when  he  did  succeed  in  raising  a  force  to 
lead  against  the  Bomans,  he  was  always  ready  to  try  again. 

15  At  last  Tarquin  secured  the  help  of  Lars  Porsena,  who  ruled 
over  a  part  of  Tuscany,  as  the  district  is  called  which  lies  north 
and  west  of  the  Tiber. 

When  the  Bomans  heard  this  news,  they  were  filled  with  dis¬ 
may;  and  from  all  sides  the  country  people  flocked  into  the  city. 
20  Never  before  had  so  great  a  danger  threatened  the  place.  The 
senate  and  consuls  prepared  as  well  as  they  could  to  meet  the 
attack,  and  tried  to  hope  that  they  might  still  be  able  to  defeat 
their  enemies. 

J ust  across  the  river  from  Borne  was  a  long,  high  hill.  Here 
25  the  Bomans  had  built  a  fort  as  a  protection  to  the  city:  and  to 
connect  this  with  Borne,  a  wooden  bridge  had  long  ago  been 
placed  across  the  rapid  current  of  the  Tiber.  If  the  Bomans 
could  hold  this  height  and  the  bridge  below  it  the  city  would 
be  safe.  But  by  a  quick  march  and  fierce  attack  Lars  Porsena 
30  and  the  Tarquins  seized  the  hill.  Then  their  soldiers  pushed 
on  to  gain  the  bridge  also,  while  many  of  the  Bomans  who 
guarded  it  were  struck  with  fear  and  turned  to  take  refuge  in 
the  city. 

At  this  moment  a  Boman,  named  Horatius,  rushed  in  among 
lars  por'se  na 
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his  countrymen,  laying  hold  of  them,  and  standing  in  the  way 
of  their  flight. 

“Why  do  you  flee?”  he  cried.  “If  you  give  up  the  bridge 
there  will  soon  be  more  of  the  enemy  in  Eome  than  here.  Break 
5  down  the  timbers  with  fire  and  sword  before  you  go!  I  will 
guard  the  entrance  for  you  as  well  as  one  man  may.” 

At  these  words  the  soldiers  were  seized  with  shame.  Two  of 
their  number  stepped  to  Horatius5  s  side  to  defend  the  narrow 
entrance  with  him,  and  the  others  fell  to  work  tearing  down  the 
10  bridge  behind  them.  Until  the  last  beams  were  ready  to  fall 
Horatius  and  his  comrades  stood  at  the  end,  holding  all  the  army 
of  Lars  Porsena  in  check  upon  the  other  side.  Though  many 
tried  to  overcome  them,  no  man  proved  himself  a  match  for 
them.  Wounded  but  unflinching,  they  fought  until  the  bridge 
15  began  to  tremble,  and  the  laboring  soldiers  warned  them  to  return 
while  there  was  still  a  way.  At  the  call  Horatius’s  companions 
fell  back,  step  by  step,  but  their  leader  lingered,  fighting  to  the 
last.  Then,  just  as  he  had  turned  to  cross,  with  a  mighty  crash 
the  bridge  fell;  and  he  was  left,  cut  off  among  his  enemies.  En- 
20  trusting  himself  to  Father  Tiber,  he  plunged  into  the  river, 
though  he  was  weary  and  wounded  from  the  fight,  and  his  armor 
weighed  heavily  upon  him.  Many  times  he  seemed  sinking  in 
midstream,  but  each  time  he  rose  again.  At  last,  he  felt  the 
bottom  under  his  feet,  and  safely  climbed  the  other  shore. 

25  The  city  was  saved,  and  mainly  by  Horatius.  The  state  was 
grateful  to  him  for  his  brave  deed,  and  the  senate  ordered  that 
he  should  have  as  much  of  the  public  land  as  he  could  plough 
around  in  one  day.  Later,  his  statue  was  set  up  in  the  forum, 
but  best  of  all  was  the  gratitude  which  the  people  showed  him  at 
30  the  time.  Then,  when  food  became  scarce  because  of  the  war 
with  Lars  Porsena,  the  citizens  each  brought  to  the  house  of 
Horatius  little  gifts  of  grain  and  wine,  so  that  whatever  suffering 
might  come  upon  themselves,  there  would  still  be  plenty  in  the 
house  of  the  man  who  had  saved  Eome. 
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HORATIUS* 

THOMAS  BABIXGTOX  MACAULAY 

1 

Lars  Porsena  of  Clusinm 
By  the  Nine  Gods  he  swore 
That  the  great  house  of  Tarquin 
Should  suffer  wrong  no  more. 

By  the  Xine  Gods  he  swore  it, 

And  named  a  trysting  day, 

And  bade  his  messengers  ride  forth, 
East  and  west  and  south  and  north. 
To  summon  his  array. 

2 

East  and  west  and  south  and  north 
The  messengers  ride  fast, 

And  tower  and  town  and  cottage 
Have  heard  the  trumpet's  blast. 
Shame  on  the  false  Etruscan 
Who  lingers  in  his  home, 

When  Porsena  of  Clusinm 
Is  on  the  march  for  Rome. 


11* 

And  now  hath  every  city 
Sent  up  her  tale  of  men ; 

The  foot  are  fourscore  thousand. 

The  horse  are  thousands  ten. 

Before  the  gates  of  Sutrium 
Is  met  the  sreat  array. 

*  Certain  stanzas  are  omitted  as  indicated  by  the  stanza  numbering, 
but  the  story  of  the  poem  is  complete. 
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A  proud  man  was  Lars  Porsena 
Upon  this  try  sting  day. 

13 

But  by  the  yellow  Tiber 
Was  tumult  and  affright: 

From  all  the  spacious  champaign 
To  Rome  men  took  their  flight. 

A  mile  around  the  city, 

The  throng  stopped  up  the  ways ; 

A  fearful  sight  it  was  to  see 

Through  two  long  nights  and  days. 

16 

Now,  from  the  rock  Tarpeian, 

Could  the  wan  burghers  spy 

The  line  of  blazing  villages 
Red  in  the  midnight  sky. 

The  Fathers  of  the  City, 

They  sat  all  night  and  day, 

For  every  hour  some  horseman  came 
With  tidings  of  dismay. 

17 

To  eastward  and  to  westward 
Have  spread  the  Tuscan  bands; 

Nor  house,  nor  fence,  nor  dovecote 
In  Crustumerium  stands. 

Yerbenna  down  to  Ostia 
Hath  wasted  all  the  plain; 

Astur  hath  stormed  Janiculum, 

And  the  stout  guards  are  slain. 

18 

I  wis,  in  all  the  Senate, 

There  was  no  heart  so  bold. 
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But  sore  it  ached,  and  fast  it  beat, 

When  that  ill  news  was  told. 

Forthwith  up  rose  the  Consul, 

Up  rose  the  Fathers  all. 

In  haste  they  girded  up  their  gowns, 

And  hied  them  to  the  wall. 

19 

They  held  a  council  standing 
Before  the  Biver-Gate; 

Short  time  was  there,  ye  well  may  guess, 
For  musing  or  debate. 

Out  spake  the  Consul  roundly: 

“The  bridge  must  straight  go  down; 

For,  since  Janiculum  is  lost, 

Nought  else  can  save  the  town.” 

20 

Just  then  a  scout  came  flying, 

All  wild  with  haste  and  fear: 

“To  arms !  to  arms  !  Sir  Consul : 

Lars  Porsena  is  here.” 

On  the  low  hills  to  westward 
The  Consul  fixed  his  eye, 

And  saw  the  swarthy  storm  of  dust, 

Pise  fast  along  the  sky. 

21 

And  nearer  fast  and  nearer 
Doth  the  red  whirlwind  come; 

And  louder  still  and  still  more  loud, 

From  underneath  that  rolling  cloud, 

Is  heard  the  trumpefs  war-note  proud, 
The  trampling,  and  the  hum. 
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And  plainly  and  more  plainly 
Now  through  the  gloom  appears, 
Far  to  left  and  far  to  right, 

In  broken  gleams  of  dark-blue  light, 
The  long  array  of  helmets  bright, 

The  long  array  of  spears. 

22 

And  plainly  and  more  plainly, 

Above  that  glimmering  line, 

Now  might  ye  see  the  banners 
Of  twelve  fair  cities  shine; 

But  the  banner  of  proud  Clusium 
Was  highest  of  them  all, 

The  terror  of  the  Umbrian, 

The  terror  of  the  Gaul. 

26 

But  the  Consul’s  brow  was  sad, 

And  the  Consul’s  speech  was  low, 
And  darkly  looked  he  at  the  wall, 

And  darkly  at  the  foe. 

“Their  van  will  be  upon  us 
Before  the  bridge  goes  down; 

And  if  they  once  may  win  the  bridge, 
What  hope  to  save  the  town?” 

27 

Then  out  spake  brave  Horatius, 

The  Captain  of  the  Gate: 

“To  every  man  upon  this  earth 
Death  cometh  soon  or  late. 

And  how  can  man  die  better 
Than  facing  fearful  odds, 
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For  the  ashes  of  his  fathers, 

And  the  temples  of  his  Gods, 

29 

“Hew  down  the  bridge,  Sir  Consul, 
With  all  the  speed  ye  may; 

I,  with  two  more  to  help  me. 

Will  hold  the  foe  in  play. 

In  yon  strait  path  a  thousand 
May  well  be  stopped  by  three. 
How  who  will  stand  on  either  hand, 
And  keep  the  bridge  with  me?” 


30 

Then  out  spake  Spurius  Lartius; 

A  Ramnian  proud  was  he : 

“Lo,  I  will  stand  at  thy  right  hand, 
And  keep  the  bridge  with  thee.” 
And  out  spake  strong  Herminius 
Of  Titian  blood  was  he : 

“I  will  abide  on  thy  left  side, 

And  keep  the  bridge  with  thee.” 


31 

“Horatius,”  quoth  the  Consul, 

“As  thou  sayest,  so  let  it  be.” 

And  straight  against  that  great  array 
Forth  went  the  dauntless  Three. 
For  Romans  in  Rome’s  quarrel 
Spared  neither  land  nor  gold, 

Nor  son,  nor  wife,  nor  limb,  nor  life, 
In  the  brave  days  of  old. 
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Then  none  was  for  a  party; 

Then  all  were  for  the  state; 

Then  the  great  man  helped  the  poor, 
And  the  poor  man  loved  the  great : 
Then  lands  were  fairly  portioned; 

Then  spoils  were  fairly  sold: 

The  Romans  were  like  brothers 
In  the  brave  days  of  old. 


34 

Now  while  the  Three  were  tightening 
Their  harness  on  their  backs, 

The  Consul  was  the  foremost  man 
To  take  in  hand  an  axe : 

And  Fathers  mixed  with  Commons 
Seized  hatchet,  bar,  and  crow, 

And  smote  upon  the  planks  above, 
And  loosed  the  props  below. 


35 

Meanwhile  the  Tuscan  army, 

Right  glorious  to  behold, 

Came  flashing  back  the  noonday  light, 
Rank  behind  rank,  like  surges  bright 
Of  a  broad  sea  of  gold. 

Four  hundred  trumpets  sounded 
A  peal  of  warlike  glee, 

As  that  great  host,  with  measured  tread, 
And  spears  advanced,  and  ensigns  spread, 
Rolled  slowly  towards  the  bridge’s  head, 
Where  stood  the  dauntless  Three. 
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36 

The  Three  stood  calm  and  silent, 

And  looked  upon  the  foes. 

And  a  great  shout  of  laughter 
From  all  the  vanguard  rose; 

And  forth  three  chiefs  came  spurring 
Before  that  deep  array; 

To  earth  they  sprang,  their  swords  they  drew, 
And  lifted  high  their  shields,  and  flew 
To  win  the  narrow  way; 


37 

Aunus  from  green  Tifernum, 

Lord  of  the  Hill  of  Vines; 

And  Seius,  whose  eight  hundred  slaves 
Sicken  in  Ilva’s  mines ; 

And  Picus,  long  to  Clusium 
Vassal  in  peace  and  war. 

Who  led  to  fight  his  Umbrian  powers 
From  that  grey  crag  where,  girt  with  towers, 
The  fortress  of  Nequinum  lowers 
(Per  the  pale  waves  of  Nar. 


38 

Stout  Lartius  hurled  down  Aunus 
Into  the  stream  beneath: 

Herminius  struck  at  Seius, 

And  clove  him  to  the  teeth: 

At  Picus  brave  Horatius 
Darted  one  fiery  thrust; 

And  the  proud  Umbrian’s  gilded  arms 
Clashed  in  the  bloody  dust. 
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39 

Then  Ocnus  of  Falerii 

Bushed  on  the  Boman  Three; 

And  Lausulus  of  Urgo, 

The  rover  of  the  sea; 

And  Aruns  of  Volsinium, 

Who  slew  the  great  wild  boar, 

The  great  wild  boar  that  had  his  den 
Amidst  the  reeds  of  Cosa’s  fen, 

And  wasted  fields,  and  slaughtered  men, 
Along  Albinia’s  shore. 

40 

Herminius  smote  down  Aruns: 

Lartius  laid  Ocnus  low: 

Bight  to  the  heart  of  Lausulus 
Horatius  sent  a  blow. 

“Lie  there, ”  he  cried,  “fell  pirate ! 

No  more,  aghast  and  pale, 

From  Ostia’s  walls  the  crowd  shall  mark 
The  track  of  thy  destroying  bark. 

No  more  Campania’s  hinds  shall  fly 
To  woods  and  caverns  when  they  spy 
Thy  thrice  accursed  sail.” 

41 

But  now  no  sound  of  laughter 
Was  heard  among  the  foes. 

A  wild  and  wrathful  clamor 
From  all  the  vanguard  rose. 

Six  spears’  lengths  from  the  entrance 
Halted  that  deep  array, 

And  for  a  space  no  man  came  forth 
To  win  the  narrow  way. 
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42 

But  hark!  the  cry  is  Astur; 

And  lo!  the  ranks  divide; 

And  the  great  Lord  of  Luna 
Conies  with  his  stately  stride. 

Upon  his  ample  shoulders 

Clangs  loud  the  fourfold  shield 

And  in  his  hand  he  shakes  the  brand 
Which  none  but  he  can  wield. 

43 

He  smiled  on  those  bold  Romans 
A  smile  serene  and  high; 

He  eyed  the  flinching  Tuscans, 

And  scorn  was  in  his  eye. 

Quoth  he,  “The  she-wolf  s  litter 
Stand  savagely  at  bay: 

But  will  ye  dare  to  follow, 

If  Astur  clears  the  way?” 


44 

Then,  whirling  up  his  broadsword 
With  both  hands  to  the  height, 

He  rushed  against  Horatius, 

And  smote  with  all  his  might. 

With  shield  and  blade  Horatius 
Right  deftly  turned  the  blow. 

The  blow,  though  turned,  came  yet  too  nigh; 
It  missed  his  helm,  but  gashed  his  thigh : 

The  Tuscans  raised  a  joyful  cry 
To  see  the  red  blood  flow. 
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45 

He  reeled,  and  on  Herminius 
He  leaned  one  breathing-space; 

Then,  like  a  wild  cat  mad  with  wounds, 
Sprang  right  at  Astur’s  face. 

Through  teeth,  and  skull,  and  helmet 
So  fierce  a  thrust  he  sped. 

The  good  sword  stood  a  hand-breadth  out 
Behind  the  Tuscan’s  head. 

46 

And  the  great  Lord  of  Luna 
Fell  at  that  deadly  stroke, 

As  falls  on  Mount  Alvernus 
A  thunder-smitten  oak. 

Far  o’er  the  crashing  forest 
The  giant  arms  lie  spread; 

And  the  pale  augurs,  muttering  low, 

Gaze  on  the  blasted  head. 

47 

On  Astur’s  throat  Horatius 
Bight  firmly  pressed  his  heel, 

And  thrice  and  four  times  tugged  amain, 
Ere  he  wrenched  out  the  steel. 

“And  see,”  he  cried,  “the  welcome, 

Fair  guests,  that  waits  you  here! 

What  noble  Lucumo  comes  next 
To  taste  our  Boman  cheer?” 

48 

But  at  his  haughty  challenge 
A  sullen  murmur  ran. 

Mingled  of  wrath,  and  shame,  and  dread, 
Along  that  glittering  van. 
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There  lacked  not  men  of  prowess, 

Nor  men  of  lordly  race; 

For  all  Etruria’s  noblest 
Were  round  the  fatal  place. 

49 

But  all  Etruria’s  noblest 
Felt  their  hearts  sink  to  see 
On  the  earth  the  bloody  corpses, 

In  the  path  the  dauntless  Three. 
And  from  the  ghastly  entrance 
Where  those  bold  Bomans  stood. 
All  shrank,  like  boys  who  unaware, 
Banging  the  woods  to  start  a  hare, 
Come  to  the  mouth  of  the  dark  lair 
Where,  growling  low,  a  fierce  old  bear 
Lies  amidst  bones  and  blood. 

50 

Was  none  who  would  be  foremost 
To  lead  such  dire  attack : 

But  those  behind  cried  “Forward  P 
And  those  before  cried,  “Back  P 
And  backward  now  and  forward 
Wavers  the  deep  array; 

And  on  the  tossing  sea  of  steel. 

To  and  fro  the  standards  reel; 

And  the  victorious  trumpet-peal 
Dies  fitfully  away. 

51 

Yet  one  man  for  one  moment 
Stood  out  before  the  crowd; 

Well  known  was  he  to  all  the  Three, 
And  they  gave  him  greeting  loud. 
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“Now  welcome,  welcome,  Sextus! 

Now  welcome  to  thy  home ! 

Why  dost  thou  stay,  and  turn  away 
Here  lies  the  road  to  Rome.” 

52 

Thrice  looked  he  at  the  city; 

Thrice  looked  he  at  the  dead; 

And  thrice  came  on  in  fury, 

And  thrice  turned  back  in  dread; 
And  white  with  fear  and  hatred, 
Scowled  at  the  narrow  way 
Where,  wallowing  in  a  pool  of  blood, 
The  bravest  Tuscans  lay. 

53 

But  meanwhile  axe  and  lever 
Have  manfully  been  plied; 

And  now  the  bridge  hangs  tottering 
Above  the  boiling  tide. 

“Come  back,  come  back,  Horatius !” 

Loud  cried  the  Fathers  all, 

“Back,  Lartius!  back,  Herminius ! 
Back,  ere  the  ruin  fall !” 


54 

Back  darted  Spurius  Lartius; 

Herminius  darted  back : 

And,  as  they  passed,  beneath  their  feet 
They  felt  the  timbers  crack. 

But  when  they  turned  their  faces. 

And  on  the  farther  shore 
Saw  brave  Horatius  stand  alone, 

They  would  have  crossed  once  more. 
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55 

But  with  a  crash  like  thunder 
Fell  every  loosened  beam, 

And,  like  a  dam,  the  mighty  wreck 
Lay  right  athwart  the  stream; 

And  a  long  shout  of  triumph 
Bose  from  the  walls  of  Borne, 

As  to  the  highest  turret-tops 
Was  splashed  the  yellow  foam. 

56 

And  like  a  horse  unbroken 
When  first  he  feels  the  rein, 

The  furious  river  struggled  hard, 

And  tossed  his  tawny  mane. 

And  burst  the  curb,  and  bounded, 
Bejoicing  to  be  free; 

And  whirling  down,  in  fierce  career 

Battlement,  and  plank,  and  pier, 
Bushed  headlong  to  the  sea. 

57 

Alone  stood  brave  Horatius, 

But  constant  still  in  mind; 

Thrice  thirty  thousand  foes  before, 
And  the  broad  flood  behind. 

“Down  with  him !”  cried  false  Sextus, 
With  a  smile  on  his  pale  face. 

“Now  yield  thee,”  cried  Lars  Porsena, 
“Now  yield  thee  to  our  grace.” 

58 

Bound  turned  he,  as  not  deigning 
Those  craven  ranks  to  see; 
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Nought  spake  he  to  Lars  Porsena, 

To  Sextus  nought  spake  he; 

But  he  saw  on  Palatinus 

The  white  porch  of  his  home; 

And  he  spake  to  the  noble  river 
That  rolls  by  the  towers  of  Borne. 

59 

“0,  Tiber!  father  Tiber! 

To  whom  the  Bomans  pray, 

A  Boman’s  life,  a  Boman’s  arms. 

Take  thou  in  charge  this  day” 

So  he  spake,  and  speaking  sheathed 
The  good  sword  by  his  side, 

And  with  his  harness  on  his  back, 
Plunged  headlong  in  the  tide. 

60 

No  sound  of  joy  or  sorrow 
Was  heard  from  either  bank; 

But  friends  and  foes,  in  dumb  surprise, 
With  parted  lips  and  straining  eyes, 
Stood  gazing  where  he  sank; 

And  when  above  the  surges 
They  saw  his  crest  appear, 

All  Borne  sent  forth  a  rapturous  cry, 

And  even  the  ranks  of  Tuscany 
Could  scarce  forbear  to  cheer. 

61 

But  fiercely  ran  the  current, 

Swollen  high  by  months  of  rain: 
And  fast  his  blood  was  flowing 
And  he  was  sore  in  pain 
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And  heavy  with  his  armor, 

And  spent  with  changing  blows : 

And  oft  they  thought  him  sinking, 

But  still  again  he  rose. 

62 

Never,  I  ween,  did  swimmer, 

In  such  an  evil  case, 

Struggle  through  such  a  raging  flood 
Safe  to  the  landing-place; 

But  his  limbs  were  borne  up  bravely 
By  the  brave  heart  within; 

And  our  good  father  Tiber 
Bore  bravely  up  his  chin. 

63 

“Curse  on  him !”  quoth  false  Sextus ; 
“Will  not  the  villain  drown? 

But  for  this  stay,  ere  close  of  day 
We  should  have  sacked  the  town !” 

“Heaven  help  him!”  quoth  Lars  Porsena, 
“And  bring  him  safe  to  shore; 

For  such  a  gallant  feat  of  arms 
Was  never  seen  before.” 

64 

And  now  he  feels  the  bottom; 

Now  on  dry  earth  he  stands; 

Now  round  him  throng  the  Fathers 
To  press  his  gory  hands ; 

And  now,  with  shouts  and  clapping, 

And  noise  of  weeping  loud, 

He  enters  through  the  River-Gate, 

Borne  by  the  joyous  crowd. 
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65 

They  gave  him  of  the  corn-land, 

That  was  of  public  right, 

As  much  as  two  strong  oxen 

Could  plough  from  morn  till  night; 
And  they  made  a  molten  image, 

And  set  it  up  on  high, 

And  there  it  stands  unto  this  day 
To  witness  if  I  lie. 


66 

It  stands  in  the  Comitium, 

Plain  for  all  folk  to  see; 

Horatius  in  his  harness, 

Halting  upon  one  knee: 

And  underneath  is  written, 

In  letters  all  of  gold, 

How  valiantly  he  kept  the  bridge, 

In  the  brave  days  of  old. 

67 

And  still  his  name  sounds  stirring 
Unto  the  men  of  Rome, 

As  the  trumpet-blast  that  cries  to  them 
To  charge  the  Yolscian  home; 

And  wives  still  pray  to  Juno 
For  boys  with  hearts  as  bold 

As  his  who  kept  the  bridge  so  well 
In  the  brave  days  of  old. 

68 

And  in  the  nights  of  winter, 

When  the  cold  north  winds  blow, 
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And  the  long  howling  of  the  wolves 
Is  heard  amidst  the  snow; 

When  round  the  lonely  cottage 
Eoars  loud  the  tempest’s  din, 

And  the  good  logs  of  Algidus 
Eoar  louder  yet  within; 

69 

When  the  oldest  cask  is  opened, 

And  the  largest  lamp  is  lit ; 

When  the  chestnuts  glow  in  the  embers, 

And  the  kid  turns  on  the  spit; 

When  young  and  old  in  circle 
Around  the  firebrands  close; 

When  the  girls  are  weaving  baskets, 

And  the  lads  are  shaping  bows; 

70 

When  the  goodman  mends  his  armor, 

And  trims  his  helmet’s  plume ; 

When  the  goodwife’s  shuttle  merrily 
Goes  flashing  through  the  loom; 

With  weeping  and  with  laughter 
Still  is  the  story  told, 

How  well  Horatius  kept  the  bridge 
In  the  brave  days  of  old. 

HELPS  TO  STUDY 

Biographical  and  Historical:  Thomas  Babington  Macaulay  (1800- 
1859)  was  an  English  historian  and  essayist.  “Horatius”  is  taken  from 
his  collection  of  poems  called  “Lays  of  Ancient  Borne.” 

The  story  of  the  overthrow  of  the  last  Boman  King  and  of  the 
brave  deeds  of  Horatius  in  time  of  war,  is  told  in  prose  on  pages  254-8. 

This  war  between  Borne  and  Etruria  furnishes  the  setting  for  the 
poem,  which  is  a  fine  presentment  of  courage  and  patriotism.  Etruria 
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of  ancient  times  nearly  corresponded,  in  extent,  to  modern  Tuscany,  a 
province  in  Italy.  Twelve  powerful  cities  in  Etruria  united  and  formed 
“The  Confederation  of  Etruria. ”  Macaulay  mentions  many  of  these 
in  the  poem,  thereby  adding  vividness  to  the  story.  1 1  Lucumo  ’  ’ 
(lu'cumo)  was  the  title  applied  to  the  chief  who  ruled  over  each  of  the 
“twelve  fair  cities”  and  “Lars”  was  an  Etruscan  title  meaning  lord. 
Porsena  (por'sena)  was  king  of  the  Etruscan  town  of  Clusium 
(klo'shium),  modern  Chiusi.  The  poem  shows  how  the  chiefs  responded 
to  his  call  for  aid. 


Notes  and 

On  a  map  of  Italy  find  the  prov¬ 
ince  of  Tuscany,  the  Apennines, 
the  Tiber,  Rome,  Pisa,  Sardinia, 
Elba  (ancient  Ilva)  and  Mar¬ 
seilles  (ancient  Massilia). 

Why  was  Lars  Porsena  engaged 
in  war  with  Rome? 

Read  the  stanzas  which  tell  of  the 
gathering  of  the  army.  Read 
those  which  tell  of  the  effect 
of  this  in  Rome. 

The  Janiculum  was  the  highest  of 
the  seven  hills  of  Rome.  It 
stretches  along  the  right  or 
west  bank  of  the  river.  On  the 
east  side  is  the  Palatine,  the 
oldest  part  of  the  city.  Around 
this,  in  ancient  times,  there  was 
a  wall  with  three  gates,  the  one 
near  the  bridge  being  the 
“River  Gate.”  Draw  a  sketch 
of  all  this  and  indicate  the  posi¬ 
tion  of  “The  Three.” 


Questions 

There  were  three  ancient  tribes 
in  Rome.  The  companions  of 
Horatius  belonged  to  two  of 
these,  Spu'rius  Lar'tius  being  a 
Ramnian  and  Hermin'ius  a 
Titian. 

How  does  the  common  danger 
v  level  class  distinctions? 

What  do  you  think  of  Horatius 
when  he  answers  neither  Sex- 
I  tus  nor  Porsena? 

Note  the  difference  between  Sex¬ 
tus  and  Lars  Porsena. 

What  were  Horatius  *s  rewards? 
Which  do  you  think  gave  Hora¬ 
tius  greater  satisfaction? 

In  how  many  different  ways  is 
the  memory  of  Horatius  and  his 
deed  preserved? 

Compare  the  patriotism  of  Hora¬ 
tius  and  that  of  Brutus,  told  in 
the  prose  story  preceding  the 
poem. 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 


“the  great  house  of  Tarquin” 
“trysting  day” 

“tale  of  men” 

“I  wis” 


“the  Fathers  of  the  City” 
“the  rock  Tarpeian” 

“the  pale  augurs” 

“the  she-wolf’s  litter” 
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GREAT  AMERICAN  AUTHORS 


BENJAMIN  FRANKLIN 
1706-1790 


BIOGRAPHIES 

Boston  had  long  been  the  center  of  such  publishing  as  was 
done  in  colonial  times,  but  with  the  growth  of  Philadelphia 
shortly  before  the  Revolution,  newspapers  and  magazines  also 
began  to  appear  there.  About  that  time,  too,  Philadelphia 
became  the  home  of  a  Boston  lad  who,  almost  penniless,  came  to 
try  his  fortunes  in  the  Quaker  City  and  later  to  honor  it  as  her 
greatest  citizen. 

The  interesting  story  of  Franklnfis  life  is  best  learned  from 
his  own  “Autobiography,”  a  selection  from  which  is  given  in  the 

following  pages.  Like  several  others 
of  our  great  American  authors,  Frank¬ 
lin  was  an  editor.  He  was  also  a  prac¬ 
tical  printer;  but  he  achieved  such  great  things  in  other  fields 
that  the  world  has  been  accustomed  to  think  of  him  as  Franklin 
the  statesman  or  the  scientist,  rather  than  as  Franklin  the 
printer  or  the  editor.  Every  schoolboy  knows  of  his  famous  kite 
experiment,  by  which  he  proved  that  lightning  and  electricity 
are  one  and  the  same  thing.  He  turned  this  discovery  to  prac¬ 
tical  use  in  the  invention  of  the  lightning-rod.  He  was  the 
inventor  of  the  “Franklin  stove”  and  many  other  useful  devices, 
all  of  which  he  refused  to  patent,  wishing  humanity  to  have  the 
free  and  full  benefit  of  them.  He  drew  up  the  first  plan  for  the 
union  of  the  colonies.  His  name  appears  as  a  signer  of  all  of 
those  great  national  documents,  the  Declaration  of  Independ¬ 
ence,  the  Treaty  of  Peace  with  Great  Britain,  and  the  Constitu¬ 
tion  of  the  United  States. 
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THE  NEW  YORK  GROUP 


Manhattan  Island  and  the  picturesque  region  about  it,  with 
its  commanding  position  at  the  entrance  to  a  great  inland  water¬ 
way,  was  from  the  first  a  prize  for  which  the  nations  from  across 

the  sea  had  contended.  Such  a  min- 
1783-1859  gang  of  diverse  people  must  give  rise  to 

interesting  experiences,  and  when  some¬ 
one  appears  who  can  put  the  story  of  those  events  into  an  at¬ 
tractive  form,  then  we  begin  to  have  real  literature.  But  we  had 
to  wait  until  this  prince  among  story-tellers  had  grown  to  man¬ 
hood  and  given  his  sketches  of  this  region  to  the  world  before 
we  could  claim  at  last  to  have  a  work  of  real  American  litera¬ 
ture.  Irving  is  best  known  as  a  humorist  and  a  charming  story¬ 
teller,  but  he  has  also  written  some  serious  and  tender  works. 
His  life  of  Washington  was  a  tribute  of  loving  reverence  to 
the  great  American  after  whom  he  was  named.  As  a  boy, 
Irving  was  of  a  rather  mischievous  turn,  a  trait  which  perhaps 
helped  to  make  him  the  first  “ American  Humorist.”  Indeed, 
it  has  been  said  that  “before  Irving  there  was  no  laughter  in 
the  land.”  He  is  called  the  Father  of  American  Literature,  the 
Gentle  Humorist. 

Imagine  yourself  in  New  York  city  the  latter  part  of  the 
last  century.  If  you  were  walking  up  Broadway  almost  any 
morning,  your  attention  would  be  attracted  to  a  venerable  look- 

william  CULLEN  inS  man>  with  heavy>  flowing,  snow- 
bryant  white  hair  and  beard,  whom  you  would 

be  quite  likely  to  meet  swinging  along 
at  a  vigorous  pace.  Even  though  not  a  New  Yorker,  you  would 
not  need  to  be  told  that  this  man  is  our  first  American  poet, 
with  whose  verses  you  are  already  familiar ;  and  you  would  prob¬ 
ably  know,  too,  that  he  is  also  editor  of  the  Evening  Post  and 
that,  although  now  past  eighty,  he  is  on  his  way  to  his  office, 
walking  from  his  home  some  two  miles  away,  as  he  has  done 
daily,  rain  or  shine,  for  over  half  a  century. 
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Bryant  grew  up  in  the  picturesque  hill  country  of  western 
Massachusetts.  From  infancy  he  showed  remarkable  powers  of 
mind.  He  could  read  by  the  time  he  was  two  years  old,  wrote 
verses  at  nine,  and  when  scarcely  eighteen  wrote  his  most  noted 
poem,  “Thanatopsis.”  In  manner,  Bryant  was  kindly  and 
courteous.  He  had  a  wonderful  memory  and  it  is  said  he  could 
repeat  “by  heart”  every  poem  he  had  written. 


THE  BOSTON  GROUP 

During  the  middle  and  latter  part  of  the  nineteenth  century 
Boston  became  the  center  of  a  remarkable  group  of  scholars  and 
writers,  several  of  whom  are  represented  in  the  following  pages. 
ralph  waldo  The  °^es^  Eiese>  Emerson,  was  born 

Emerson  in  the  city",  not  far  from  Franklin’s 

1803-1882  birthplace.  His  ancestors  had  been  cler¬ 

gymen  for  many  generations.  His  father  dying  when  Waldo  was 
but  eight  years  old,  his  mother  “took  boarders”  and  the  boy 
had  to  do  his  share  towards  supporting  the  family,  by  running 
errands,  driving  the  neighbors’  cows  to  pasture  across  the  Com¬ 
mons,  and  helping  his  mother  with  her  work.  He  earned  his 
way  through  Harvard  College  by  doing  janitor  service,  waiting 
on  tables,  acting  as  errand  boy  for  the  president,  and  by  such 
other  “odd  jobs”  as  he  could  find.  In  a  series  of  contests  he 
won  two  prizes  for  essays,  and  one  of  thirty  dollars  for  declama¬ 
tion.  This  he  carried  to  his  mother  “to  buy  a  new  shawl.” 

Emerson  was  tall  and  slender  of  stature,  with  eyes  of  the 
“strongest  and  brightest  blue.”  In  manner  he  was  calm  and 
kindly.  His  “Rules  for  Reading”  are  worthy  to  be  considered 
in  this  day  of  many  books : 


“Never  read  a  book  that  is  not  a  year  old, 

Never  read  any  but  famed  books.” 

The  “Old  Manse”  of  Hawthorne’s  romance  was  once  the  home 
of  the  Emersons,  and  it  was  from  the  windows  of  an  upper  room 
in  it  that  Emerson’s  grandmother  watched  the  battle  of  Concord 
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Bridge  which  Emerson  has  immortalized  in  his  poem.  Emerson 
has  been  called  the  Concord  Sage. 

Irving  found  much  of  his  literary  materials  in  the  local  his¬ 
tory  of  the  region  in  and  around  New  York.  He  wrote  about 
nearby  places  and  happenings.  Among  those  who  went  still 
Nathaniel  further  into  this  new  mode  of  writing 

Hawthorne  was  a  quiet  young  man  of  Salem,  Mas- 
1804  1864  sachusetts — Nathaniel  Hawthorne.  His 

ancestors  were  among  the  earliest  Puritan  settlers.  Nathaniel, 
when  a  boy,  had  been  crippled  by  an  accident  in  playing  ball. 
This  led  him  to  a  secluded  life  and  the  companionship  of  books. 
He  had  a  vivid  imagination  and  was  fond  of  inventing  stories  for 
the  entertainment  of  his  friends.  He  graduated  from  Bowdoin 
College  in  the  class  of  1825.  When  he  began  to  think  of  a  career 
it  was  quite  natural  that  he  should  turn  to  literature,  and  that  in 
looking  about  him  for  material  he  should  follow  the  example  of 
Irving  and  choose  his  materials  from  those  stirring  scenes  of 
which  he  had  an  intimate,  almost  personal,  knowledge.  “The 
House  of  the  Seven  Gables”  is  a  tale  of  the  house  in  which  he 
lived  many  years.  And  thus  it  came  that  we  have  in  Nathaniel 
Hawthorne  not  only  our  first  writer  of  pure  romance,  but  one 
who  is  still  our  greatest  in  that  field  of  literature. 

Hawthorne’s  personal  appearance  w^as  in  keeping  with  his 
gentle  manners.  He  had  a  handsome  face,  wuth  “the  most  won¬ 
derful  eyes  in  the  world,”  says  one  admirer.  Another  of  his 
friends  said:  “His  voice  touched  the  ear  like  melody.”  He 
has  been  called  America’s  Prose  Poet;  the  Bomancer  without  a 
Peer. 

Our  next  poet  in  point  of  time  after  Bryant,  and  our  most 
popular  poet,  was  a  native  of  Maine  and  a  graduate  of  Bowdoin 

HENRY  WADSWORTH  College  in  the  same  claSS  with  HaW' 

longfellow  thorne.  Henry  Wadswmrth  Longfellow 

1 ft07 - 1 

comes  of  early  New  England  ancestry, 
his  mother  being  a  daughter  of  General  Wadswmrth  of  the 
War  of  the  Revolution.  After  his  graduation  from  college  he 
spent  several  years  abroad  and  upon  his  return  to  America  held 
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professorships  first  in  Bowdoin  and  later  in  Harvard  College. 
Longfellow  is  the  poet  who  has  spoken  most  sincerely  and  sym¬ 
pathetically  to  the  hearts  of  the  common  people  and  to  children. 
This  is  due  to  his  genuine  kindliness.  He  was  a  lover  of  chil¬ 
dren,  and  especially  of  little  girls.  The  style  of  Longfellow's 
poetry  is  notable  for  its  simplicity  and  grace. 

As  Emerson  came  from  a  family  of  preachers,  so  Lowell 
came  from  a  line  of  lawyers,  his  family  having  been  distin¬ 
guished  in  that  profession  in  every  generation  since  their  coming 
.  to  America.  His  mother  was  a  tine 

JAMES  RUSSELL 

lowell  musician,  and  it  was  from  her  that 

1819-1891  Lowell  inherited  his  taste  for  poetry. 

As  a  boy  he  had  free  access  to  his  father’s  library,  one  of  the 
oldest  and  best  private  libraries  of  that  time.  He  had  every 
opportunity  of  education  which  wealth  and  leisure  afforded,  but 
at  college  he  says  he  “read  nearly  everything  except  the  books 
prescribed  by  the  faculty.”  After  graduating  from  Harvard 
he  studied  law  and  opened  an  office  in  Boston.  But  he  soon 
decided  that  this  was  not  the  business  for  him.  He  published 
some  poems,  edited  a  magazine,  and  in  1855  succeeded  Long¬ 
fellow  as  professor  at  Harvard,  and,  like  him,  spent  some  years 
in  study  abroad.  He  was  one  of  the  founders  of  the  Atlantic 
Monthly  and  was  its  first  editor. 

Lowell  was  considered  one  of  the  greatest  scholars  in  America 
in  his  time.  He  was  of  a  happier  disposition  than  Bryant,  and 
has  been  called  the  Poet  of  June,  as  Bryant  has  been  called  the 
Poet  of  Autumn. 

Near  the  town  of  Haverhill,  Massachusetts,  not  far  from 
Hawthorne’s  birthplace,  is  the  old  homestead  where  Whittier 
was  horn.  He  had  very  little  opportunity  for  education  beyond 

John  green  leaf  what  the  district  school  afforded,  except 

whittier  what  he  was  able  to  give  himself.  In 

1807-1892  contrast  with  Lowell’s  splendid  lb 

brary,  that  of  Whittier’s  father  contained,  as  he  says,  “not  a 
dozen  books.”  His  two  years’  attendance  at  Haverhill  Academy 
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was  paid  for  by  his  own  work  at  making  ladies’  slippers  at 
twenty-live  cents  a  pair.  He  began  writing  verses  almost  as 
soon  as  he  learned  to  write  at  all,  but  his  father  discouraged 
this  as  frivolous,  saying  it  would  “never  give  him  bread.'’  He 
wrote  many  idylls  of  domestic  life,  such  as  “Snow-Bound,”  and 
poems  of  farm  life,  of  which  the  “Barefoot  Boy”  is  a  good 
example.  Whittier's  ruling  traits  of  character  are  patriotism, 
love  of  freedom,  and  piety.  He  was  fond  of  his  friends,  of  chil¬ 
dren,  of  animals,  of  quiet  and  peace,  and  of  nature.  He  is 
called  the  Quaker  Poet. 

We  now  come  to  the  merriest,  most  jovial  of  the  group  rep¬ 
resented  in  our  selections,  the  witty  professor  of  anatomy  in 
Harvard  College.  He,  also,  comes  of  old  Puritan  stock.  His 

Oliver  wendell  grandfather  was  a  surgeon  in  the  War 
holmes  of  the  Bevolution.  His  father  was  a 

1809-1894  Baptist  minister  for  over  forty  years  in 

Boston.  His  mother  was  descended  from  the  Dutch  settlers  of 
New  York.  Doctor  Holmes,  after  studying  some  years  abroad, 
practiced  medicine  for  a  time;  then  for  the  remainder  of  his 
long,  busy  life  occupied  the  chair  (the  “settee,”  as  he  humor¬ 
ously  called  it)  of  anatomy,  first  at  Dartmouth,  then  at  Harvard. 
While  his  work  as  an  author  would  have  been  enough  to  keep 
an  ordinary  man  busy,  it  was  rather  a  diversion  for  our  ener¬ 
getic  Doctor.  He  was  one  of  the  founders  of  the  Atlantic 
Monthly  and  one  of  the  most  frequent  contributors  to  it. 

In  appearance,  Doctor  Holmes  was  of  small  body,  fastidious 
in  dress,  “quick  and  nervous  in  his  movements,”  with  a  “win¬ 
ding  expression”  of  countenance.  There  was  always  a  smile 
on  his  face  and  a  twinkle  in  his  eye.  He  was  the  humorist 
among  American  poets  and  is  called  the  Poet  of  Mirth. 
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MY  AEEIVAL  IN  PHILADELPHIA* 

BENJAMIN  FRANKLIN 

I  was  in  my  working  dress,  my  best  clothes  being  to  come 
round  by  sea.  I  was  dirty  from  my  journey;  my  pockets  were 
stuffed  out  with  shirts  and  stockings,  and  I  knew  no  soul  nor 
where  to  look  for  lodging.  I  was  fatigued  with  traveling,  row¬ 
ing,  and  want  of  rest,  I  was  very  hungry;  and  my  whole  stock 
of  cash  consisted  of  a  Dutch  dollar,  and  about  a  shilling  in 
copper.  The  latter  I  gave  the  people  of  the  boat  for  my  passage, 
who  at  first  refused  it,  on  account  of  my  rowing;  but  I  insisted 
on  their  taking  it.  A  man  being  sometimes  more  generous  when 
he  has  but  a  little  money  than  when  he  has  plenty,  perhaps 
through  fear  of  being  thought  to  have  but  little. 

Then  I  walked  up  the  street,  gazing  about  till  near  the  market- 
house  I  met  a  boy  with  bread.  I  had  made  many  a  meal  on 
bread,  and,  inquiring  where  he  got  it,  I  went  immediately  to  the 
baker's  he  directed  me  to,  in  Second-street,  and  asked  for  biscuit, 
intending  such  as  we  had  in  Boston ;  but  they,  it  seems,  were  not 
made  in  Philadelphia.  Then  I  asked  for  a  three-penny  loaf,  and 
was  told  they  had  none  such.  So  not  considering  or  knowing  the 
difference  of  money,  and  the  greater  cheapness  nor  the  names 
of  his  bread,  I  bade  him  give  me  three-pennv  worth  of  any  sort. 
He  gave  me,  accordingly,  three  great  puffy  rolls.  I  was  surprised 
at  the  quantity,  but  took  it,  and,  having  no  room  in  my  pockets, 
walked  off  with  a  roll  under  each  arm,  and  eating  the  other. 

*From  Franklin’s  Autobiography. 
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Thus  I  went  up  Market-street  as  far  as  Fourth-street,  passing 
by  the  door  of  Mr.  Bead,  my  future  wife’s  father;  when  she, 
standing  in  the  door,  saw  me,  and  thought  I  made,  as  I  certainly 
did,  a  most  awkward,  ridiculous  appearance.  Then  I  turned 
5  and  went  down  Chestnut-street  and  part  of  Walnut-street,  eating 
my  roll  all  the  way,  and,  coming  round,  found  myself  again  at 
Market-street  wharf,  near  the  boat  I  came  in,  to  which  I  went 
for  a  draught  of  the  river  water;  and,  being  filled  with  one  of 
my  rolls,  gave  the  other  two  to  a  woman  and  her  child  that  came 
10  down  the  river  in  the  boat  with  us,  and  were  waiting  to  go 
farther. 

Thus  refreshed,  I  walked  again  up  the  street,  which  by  this 
time  had  many  clean-dressed  people  in  it,  who  were  all  walking 
the  same  way.  I  joined  them,  and  thereby  was  led  into  the 
15  great  meeting-house  of  the  Quakers  near  the  market.  I  sat  down 
among  them,  and,  after  looking  round  awhile  and  hearing  nothing- 
said,  being  very  drowsy  through  labor  and  want  of  rest  the  pre¬ 
ceding  night,  I  fell  fast  asleep,  and  continued  so  till  the  meeting 
broke  up,  when  one  was  kind  enough  to  rouse  me.  This  was, 
20  therefore,  the  first  house  I  was  in,  or  slept  in,  in  Philadelphia. 

Walking  down  again  toward  the  river,  and,  looking  in  the  faces 
of  people,  I  met  a  young  Quakerman,  whose  countenance  I  liked, 
and,  accosting  him,  requested  he  would  tell  me  where  a  stranger 
could  get  lodging.  We  were  then  near  the  sign  of  the  Three 
25  Mariners.  “Here,”  says  he,  “is  one  place  that  entertains 
strangers,  but  it  is  not  a  reputable  house ;  if  thee  wilt  walk  with 
me,  I’ll  show  thee  a  better.”  He  brought  me  to  the  Crooked  Billet 
in  Water-street.  Here  I  got  a  dinner;  and,  while  I  was  eating 
it,  several  sly  questions  were  asked  me,  as  it  seemed  to  be  sus- 
30  pected  from  my  youth  and  appearance,  that  I  might  be  some 
runaway. 

After  dinner,  my  sleepiness  returned,  and  being  shown  to  a  bed, 
I  lay  down  without  undressing,  and  slept  till  six  in  the  evening, 
was  called  to  supper,  went  to  bed  again  very  early,  and  slept 
35  soundly  till  next  morning.  Then  I  made  myself  as  tidy  as  I 
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could,  and  went  to  Andrew  Bradford  the  printer’s.  I  found  in 
the  shop  the  old  man  his  father,  whom  I  had  seen  at  New  York, 
and  who,  traveling  on  horseback,  had  got  to  Philadelphia  before 
me.  He  introduced  me  to  his  son,  who  received  me  civilly,  gave 
5  me  a  breakfast,  but  told  me  he  did  not  at  present  want  a  hand, 
being  lately  supplied  with  one;  but  there  was  another  printer 
in  town,  lately  set  up,  one  Keimer,  who,  perhaps,  might  employ 
me;  if  not,  I  should  be  welcome  to  lodge  at  his  house,  and  he 
would  give  me  a  little  work  to  do  now  and  then  till  fuller  busi- 
10  ness  should  offer. 

The  old  gentleman  said  he  would  go  with  me  to  the  new 
printer;  and  when  we  found  him,  “Neighbor,  says  Bradford, 
“I  have  brought  to  see  you  a  young  man  of  your  business;  per¬ 
haps  you  may  want  such  a  one.”  He  asked  me  a  few  questions, 
15  put  a  composing  stick  in  my  hand  to  see  how  I  worked,  and 
then  said  he  would  employ  me  soon,  though  he  had  just  then 
nothing  for  me  to  do ;  and,  taking  old  Bradford,  whom  he  had 
never  seen  before,  to  be  one  of  the  town’s  people  that  had  a 
good  will  for  him,  entered  into  a  conversation  on  his  present 
20  undertaking  and  prospects ;  while  Bradford,  not  discovering  that 
he  was  the  other  printer’s  father,  on  Keimer’s  saying  he  expected 
soon  to  get  the  greatest  part  of  the  business  into  his  own  hands, 
drew  him  on  by  artful  questions,  and  starting  little  doubts,  to 
explain  all  his  views,  what  interest  he  relied  on,  and  in  what 
25  manner  he  intended  to  proceed.  I,  who  stood  by  and  heard  all, 
saw  immediatelv  that  one  of  them  was  a  crafty  old  sophistei, 
and  the  other  a  mere  novice.  Bradford  left  me  with  Keimer, 
who  was  greatly  surprised  when  I  told  him  who  the  old  man 
was. 

30  Keimer’s  printing-house,  I  found,  consisted  of  an  old  shattered 
press,  and  one  small,  worn-out  font  of  English,1  which  he  was 
then  using  himself,  composing  an  Elegy  on  Aquila  Rose,  before 
mentioned,  an  ingenious  young  man,  of  excellent  character,  much 


1  Tlie  name  given  to  a  certain  size  of  type. 
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respected  in  the  town,  clerk  of  the  Assembly,  and  a  pretty  poet. 
Keimer  made  verses  too,  but  very  indifferently.  He  could  not  be 
said  to  write  them,  for  his  manner  was  to  compose  them  in  the 
types  directly  out  of  his  head.  So  there  being  no  copy,  but  one 
5  pair  of  cases,1  and  the  Elegy  likely  to  require  all  the  letter,  no 
one  could  help  him.  I  endeavored  to  put  his  press  (which  he  had 
not  yet  used,  and  of  which  he  understood  nothing)  into  order 
fit  to  be  worked  with,  and,  promising  to  come  and  print  off  his 
Elegy  as  soon  as  he  should  have  got  it  ready,  I  returned  to  Brad- 
10  ford’s,  who  gave  me  a  little  job  to  do  for  the  present,  and  there 
I  lodged  and  dieted.  A  few  days  after,  Keimer  sent  for  me  to 
print  off  the  Elegy.  And  now  he  had  got  another  pair  of  cases, 
and  a  pamphlet  to  reprint,  on  which  he  set  me  to  work. 

These  two  printers  I  found  poorly  qualified  for  their  business. 
15  Bradford  had  not  been  bred  to  it,  and  was  very  illiterate;  and 
Keimer,  though  something  of  a  scholar,  was  a  mere  compositor, 
knowing  nothing  of  presswork.  He  had  been  one  of  the  French 
prophets,  and  could  act  their  enthusiastic  agitations.  At  this 
time  he  did  not  profess  any  particular  religion,  but  something 
2o  of  all  on  occasion;  was  very  ignorant  of  the  world,  and  had, 
as  I  afterward  found,  a  good  deal  of  the  knave  in  his  composition. 
He  did  not  like  my  lodging  at  Bradford’s  while  I  worked  with 
him.  He  had  a  house,  indeed,  but  without  furniture,  so  he 
could  not  lodge  me;  but  he  got  me  a  lodging  at  Mr.  Read’s, 
25  before  mentioned,  who  was  the  owner  of  his  house;  and,  my 
chest  and  clothes  being  come  by  this  time,  I  made  rather  a  more 
respectable  appearance  in  the  eyes  of  Miss  Read  than  I  had 
done  when  she  first  happened  to  see  me  eating  my  roll  in  the 
street. 

30  I  began  now  to  have  some  acquaintance  among  the  young 
people  of  the  town,  that  were  lovers  of  reading,  with  whom 
I  spent  my  evenings  very  pleasantly ;  and  gaining  money  by  my 

1  Each  compositor  use9  a  separate  pair  of  cases,  an  ‘ 1  upper  case, 9  ’ 
which  contains  capital  letters,  and  a  “  lower  case, 9  ’  which  contains 
small  letters. 
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industry  and  frugality,  I  lived  very  agreeabty,  forgetting  Boston 
as  much  as  1  could,  and  not  desiring  that  any  there  should  know 
where  I  resided,  except  my  friend  Collins,  who  was  in  my 
secret,  and  kept  it  when  I  wrote  to  him.  At  length,  an  incident 
happened  that  sent  me  back  again  much  sooner  than  I  had 
intended.  I  had  a  brother-in-law,  Robert  Holmes,  master  of  a 
sloop  that  traded  between  Boston  and  Delaware.  He  being  at 
Newcastle,  forty  miles  below  Philadelphia,  heard  there  of  me,  and 
wrote  me  a  letter  mentioning  the  concern  of  my  friends  in 
Boston  at  my  abrupt  departure,  assuring  me  of  their  good  will 
to  me,  and  that  every  thing  would  be  accommodated  to  my  mind 
if  I  would  return,  to  which  he  exhorted  me  very  earnestly.  I 
wrote  an  answer  to  his  letter,  thanked  him  for  his  advice,  but 
stated  my  reasons  for  quitting  Boston  fully  and  in  such  a  light 
as  to  convince  him  I  was  not  so  wrong  as  he  had  apprehended. 

Sir  William  Keith,  governor  of  the  province,  was  then  at  New¬ 
castle,  and  Captain  Holmes,  happening  to  be  in  company  with 
him  when  my  letter  came  to  hand,  spoke  to  him  of  me,  and 
showed  him  the  letter.  The  governor  read  it,  and  seemed  sur¬ 
prised  when  he  was  told  my  age.  He  said  I  appeared  a  young- 
man  of  promising  parts,  and  therefore  should  be  encouraged ;  the 
printers  at  Philadelphia  were  wretched  ones;  and,  if  I  would  set 
up  there,  he  made  no  doubt  I  should  succeed;  for  his  part,  he 
would  procure  me  the  public  business,  and  do  me  every  other 
service  in  his  power.  This  my  brother-in-law  afterwards  told 
me  in  Boston,  but  I  knew  as  yet  nothing  of  it;  when,  one  day, 
Iveimer  and  I  being  at  work  together  near  the  window,  we  saw 
the  governor  and  another  gentleman  (which  proved  to  be  Colonel 
French,  of  Newcastle),  finely  dressed,  come  directly  across  the 
street  to  our  house,  and  heard  them  at  the  door. 

Keimer  ran  down  immediately,  thinking  it  a  visit  to  him; 
but  the  governor  inquired  for  me,  came  up,  and  with  a  condescen¬ 
sion  and  politeness  I  had  been  quite  unused  to,  made  me  many 
compliments,  desired  to  be  acquainted  with  me,  blamed  me  kindly 
for  not  having  made  myself  known  to  him  when  I  first  came  to 
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the  place,  and  would  have  me  away  with  him  to  the  tavern, 
where  he  was  going  with  Colonel  French  to  taste,  as  he  said, 
some  excellent  Madeira.  I  was  not  a  little  surprised,  and  Keimer 
stared  like  a  pig  poisoned.  I  went,  however,  with  the  governor 
5  and  Colonel  French  to  a  tavern,  at  the  corner  of  Third-street, 
and  over  the  Madeira  he  proposed  my  setting  up  my  business, 
laid  before  me  the  probabilities  of  success,  and  both  he  and  Colo¬ 
nel  French  assured  me  I  should  have  their  interest  and  influence 
in  procuring  the  public  business  of  both  governments.  On  my 
10  doubting  whether  my  father  would  assist  me  in  it,  Sir  William 
said  he  would  give  me  a  letter  to  him,  in  which  he  would  state 
the  advantages,  and  he  did  not  doubt  of  prevailing  with  him. 
So  it  was  concluded  I  should  return  to  Boston  in  the  first  vessel, 
with  the  governor’s  letter  recommending  me  to  my  father.  In 
15  the  mean  time  the  intention  was  to  be  kept  a  secret,  and  I  went 
on  working  with  Keimer  as  usual,  the  governor  sending  for  me 
now  and  then  to  dine  with  him,  a  very  great  honor  I  thought  it, 
and  conversing  with  me  in  the  most  affable,  familiar,  and  friendly 
manner  imaginable. 

20  About  the  end  of  April,  1724,  a  little  vessel  offered  for  Boston. 
I  took  leave  of  Keimer  as  going  to  see  my  friends.  The  governor 
gave  me  an  ample  letter,  saying  many  flattering  things  of  me 
to  my  father,  and  strongly  recommending  the  project  of  my 
setting  up  at  Philadelphia  as  a  thing  that  must  make  my  for- 
25  tune.  We  struck  on  a  shoal  in  going  down  the  bay,  and  sprung 
a  leak;  we  had  a  blustering  time  at  sea,  and  were  obliged  to 
pump  almost  continually,  at  which  I  took  my  turn.  We  arrived 
safe,  however,  at  Boston  in  about  a  fortnight. 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 


Notes  and 

What  tells  you  the  events  related 
in  this  story  happened  many 
years  ago? 

What  trade  had  Franklin  learned? 


Questions 

To  whom  did  he  apply  for  work! 
What  interest  did  Sir  William 
Keith  show  in  him? 

Why  did  he  return  to  Boston? 
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How  long  did  it  take  him  to 
reach  Boston? 

What  time  does  it  take  now  to  go 
from  Philadelphia  to  Boston? 
What  tells  you  Franklin  was  fond 


of  reading? 

Tell  what  you  know  of  the  author. 
What  is  the  most  striking  feature 
of  Franklin’s  style,  as  shown 
in  this  selection? 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 


“accosting” 

“affable” 

‘ 1  crafty  ’  ’ 

* 1  sophister  ’  ’ 

* 1  ingenious  ’  ’ 
‘ 1  illiterate  ’  ’ 

* 1  frugality  ’  ’ 


1 1  exhorted  ’  ’ 

‘ 1  apprehended ’ ’ 

1 1  project  ’  ’ 

“artful  questions” 

‘  ‘  enthusiastic  agitations  ’  ’ 
“promising  parts” 

4  ‘  ample  letter  ’  ’ 


THE  BOBOLINK 


Washington  Irving 

The  happiest  bird  of  our  spring,  and  one  that  rivals  the 
European  lark,  in  my  estimation,  is  the  Boblincon,  or  Bobolink, 
as  he  is  commonly  called.  He  arrives  at  that  choice  portion  of 
our  year,  which,  in  this  latitude,  answers  to  the  description  of  the 
month  of  May,  so  often  given  by  the  poets.  With  us,  it  begins 
about  the  middle  of  May,  and  lasts  until  nearly  the  middle  of 
June.  Earlier  than  this,  winter  is  apt  to  return  on  its  traces, 
and  to  blight  the  opening  beauties  of  the  year ;  and  later  than 
this,  begin  the  parching,  and  panting,  and  dissolving  heats  of 
summer.  But  in  this  genial  interval,  nature  is  in  all  her  fresh¬ 
ness  and  fragrance;  “the  rains  are  over  and  gone,  the  flowers  ap- 
near  upon  the  earth,  the  time  of  the  singing  of  birds  is  come, 
and  the  voice  of  the  turtle  is  heard  in  the  land.”  The  trees  are 
now  in  their  fullest  foliage  and  brightest  verdure;  the  woods 
■  s  are  gay  with  the  clustered  flowers  of  the  laurel;  the  air  is  per¬ 
fumed  by  the  sweet-briar  and  the  wild  rose;  the  meadows  are 
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enameled  with  clover-blossoms ;  while  the  young  apple,  the  peach, 
and  the  plum,  begin  to  swell,  and  the  cherry  to  glow,  among  the 
green  leaves. 

This  is  the  chosen  season  of  revelry  of  the  Boblink.  He  comes 
5  amidst  the  pomp  and  fragrance  of  the  season;  his  life  seems  all 
sensibility  and  enjoyment,  all  song  and  sunshine.  « He  is  to  be 
found  in  the  soft  bosoms  of  the  freshest  and  sweetest  meadows; 
and  is  most  in  song  when  the  clover  is  in  blossom.  He  perches 
on  the  topmost  twig  of  a  tree,  or  on  some  long  flaunting  weed, 
10  and  as  he  rises  and  sinks  with  the  breeze,  pours  forth  a  suc¬ 
cession  of  rich  tinkling  notes;  crowding  one  upon  another,  like 
the  outpouring  melody  of  the  skylark,  and  possessing  the  same 
rapturous  character.  Sometimes  he  pitches  from  the  summit 
of  a  tree,  begins  his  song  as  soon  as  he  gets  upon  the  wing,  and 
15  flutters  tremulously  down  to  the  earth,  as  if  overcome  with 
ecstasy  at  his  own  music.  Sometimes  he  is  in  pursuit  of  his 
mate;  always  in  full  song,  as  if  he  would  win  her  by  his 
melody;  and  always  with  the  same  appearance  of  intoxication 
and  delight. 

2Q  Of  the  birds  of  our  groves  and  meadows,  the  Boblink  was 
the  envy  of  my  boyhood.  He  crossed  my  path  in  the  sw'eetest 
weather,  and  the  sweetest  season  of  the  year,  when  all  nature 
called  to  the  fields,  and  the  rural  feeling  throbbed  in  every  bosom ; 
but  when  I,  luckless  urchin !  was  doomed  to  be  mewed  up,  during 
25  the  livelong  day,  in  that  purgatory  of  boyhood,  a  school-room. 
It  seemed  as  if  the  little  varlet  mocked  at  me,  as  he  flew  by  in 
full  song,  and  sought  to  taunt  me  with  his  happier  lot.  Oh,  how 
I  envied  him!  No  lessons,  no  tasks,  no  hateful  school;  nothing 
but  holiday,  frolic,  green  fields,  and  fine  weather.  Had  I  been 
3q  then  more  versed  in  poetry,  I  might  have  addressed  him  in  the 
words  of  Logan  to  the  cuckoo : 

Sweet  bird  !  thy  bower  is  ever  green. 

Thy  sky  is  eVier  clear; 

Thou  hast  no  sorrow  in  thy  note, 

No  winter  in  thy  year. 
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Oh !  could  I  fly,  I’d  fly  with  thee ; 

We’d  make,  on  joyful  wing. 

Our  annual  visit  round  the  globe, 

Companions  of  the  spring ! 

5  Farther  observation  and  experience  have  given  me  a  different 
idea  of  this  little  feathered  voluptuary,  which  I  will  venture  to 
impart,  for  the  benefit  of  my  school-bov  readers,  who  may  regard 
him  with  the  same  unqualified  envy  and  admiration  which  I  once 
indulged.  I  have  shown  him  only  as  I  saw  him  at  first,  in  what 
10  I  may  call  the  poetical  part  of  his  career,  when  he  in  a  manner 
devoted  himself  to  elegant  pursuits  and  enjoyments,  and  was  a 
bird  of  music,  and  song,  and  taste,  and  sensibility,  and  refine¬ 
ment.  While  this  lasted,  he  was  sacred  from  injury;  the  very 
school-boy  would  not  fling  a  stone  at  him,  and  the  merest  rustic 
15  would  pause  to  listen  to  his  strain.  But  mark  the  differ ence. 
As  the  year  advances,  as  the  clover-blossoms  disappear,  and  the 
spring  fades  into  summer,  his  notes  cease  to  vibrate  on  the  ear. 
He  gradually  gives  up  his  elegant  tastes  and  habits,  doffs  his 
poetical  and  professional  suit  of  black,  assumes  a  russet  or  rather 
20  dusty  garb,  and  enters  into  the  gross  enjoyments  of  common, 
vulgar  birds.  He  becomes  a  bon-vivant,  a  mere  gourmand ;  think¬ 
ing  of  nothing  but  good  cheer,  and  gormandizing  on  the  seeds 
of  the  long  grasses  on  which  he  lately  swung,  and  chaunted  so 
musically.  He  begins  to  think  there  is  nothing  like  “the  joys 
25  of  the  table,”  if  I  may  be  allowed  to  apply  that  convivial  phrase 
to  his  indulgences.  He  now  grows  discontented  with  plain,  every¬ 
day  fare,  and  sets  out  on  a  gastronomieal  tour,  in  search  of  for¬ 
eign  luxuries.  He  is  to  be  found  in  myriads  among  the  reeds 
of  the  Delaware,  banqueting  on  their  seeds ;  grows  corpulent  with 
30  good  feeding,  and  soon  acquires  the  unlucky  renown  of  the  orto¬ 
lan.  Wherever  he  goes,  pop  !  pop  !  pop !  the  rusty  firelocks  of  the 
country  are  cracking  on  every  side ;  he  sees  his  companions 
falling  by  thousands  around  him;  he  is  the  reed-bird ,  the 
much-sought-for  tit-bit  of  the  Pennsylvanian  epicure. 
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Does  he  take  warning  and  reiorra  ?  Not  he  !  He  wings  his  flight 
still  farther  south,  in  search  of  other  luxuries.  We  hear  of  him 
gorging  himself  in  the  rice  swamps;  filling  himself  with  rice 
almost  to  bursting;  he  can  hardly  fly  for  corpulency.  Last  stage 
5  of  his  career,  we  hear  of  him  spitted  by  dozens,  and  served  up 
on  the  table  of  the  gourmand,  the  most  vaunted  of  southern 
dainties,  the  rice-bird  of  the  Carolinas. 

Such  is  the  story  of  the  once  musical  and  admired,  but  finally 
sensual  and  persecuted  Bobolink.  It  contains  a  moral,  worthy 
IQ  the  attention  of  all  little  birds  and  little  boys;  warning  them 
to  keep  to  those  refined  and  intellectual  pursuits,  which  raised 
him  to  so  high  a  pitch  of  popularity,  during  the  early  part  of  his 
career;  but  to  eschew  all  tendency  to  that  gross  and  dissipated 
indulgence,  wrhich  brought  this  mistaken  little  bird  to  an  un- 
15  timely  end. 

Which  is  all  at  present,  from  the  well-wisher  of  little  boys  and 
little  birds. 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 

Notes  and  Questions 


Why  does  Irving  speak  of  May  as 
a  4 4  choice  portion  ’ *  of  the  year  ? 

By  what  other  names  does  he 
speak  of  this  period? 

What  characteristics  has  the  Bob¬ 
olink  ? 

What  bird  is  to  England  what 
the  Bobolink  is  to  America? 

In  his  boyhood  how  did  the  author 
regard  the  Bobolink? 


Learn  the  beautiful  lines  Logan 
wrote  to  the  cuckoo. 

Why  does  Irving  speak  of  the 
“poetical  career”  of  the  Bobo¬ 
link? 

What  other  career  does  this  bird 
have? 

By  what  different  names  is  he 
called? 

What  lesson  does  the  life  of  the 
Bobolink  teach? 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 


4 4  rivals  ’  ’ 

4 4  revelry  ’ 1 
4 4  rapturous ’ 1 
“intoxication” 

4  4  varlet 9 1 
4 4 rural  feeling” 


4 4 luckless  urchin” 

4 4 purgatory  of  boyhood” 
4  4  feathered  voluptuary 9  ’ 

4  4  gastronomical  ” 

4 4 foreign  luxuries” 

4  4  gourmand” 


March 
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MAECH 

William  Cullen  Bryant 
1 

The  stormy  March  is  come  at  last, 

With  wind,  and  clond,  and  changing  skies; 
I  hear  the  rushing  of  the  blast, 

That  through  the  snowy  valley  flies. 


Ah,  passing  few  are  they  who  speak, 

Wild  stormy  month !  in  praise  of  thee ; 

Yet,  though  thy  winds  are  loud  and  bleak, 
Thou  art  a  welcome  month  to  me. 

3 

For  thou,  to  northern  lands  again 

The  glad  and  glorious  sun  dost  bring. 

And  thou  hast  joined  the  gentle  train 
And  weaFst  the  gentle  name  of  Spring. 

4 

And,  in  thy  reign  of  blast  and  storm, 

Smiles  many  a  long,  bright,  sunny  day, 

When  the  changed  winds  are  soft  and  warm, 
And  heaven  puts  on  the  blue  of  May. 

5 

Then  sing  aloud  the  gushing  rills 

And  the  full  springs,  from  frost  set  free, 
That,  brightly  leaping  down  the  hills, 

Are  just  set  out  to  meet  the  sea. 
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6 

The  year’s  departing  beauty  hides 
Of  wintry  storms,  the  sullen  threat; 
But,  in  thy  sternest  frown  abides 
A  look  of  kindly  promise  yet. 


Thou  bring’st  the  hope  of  those  calm  skies, 
x\nd  that  soft  time  of  sunny  showers. 
When  the  wide  bloom,  on  earth  that  lies, 
Seems  of  a  brighter  world  than  ours. 


HELPS  T 
Notes  and 

What  peculiarities  of  March 
weather  have  you  observed? 
How  does  the  poet  regard  March? 

Why?  How  do  you  like  March? 
What  1  ‘gentle  train”  has  March 
joined? 

Have  you  ever  heard  “the  gush¬ 
ing  rills  sing  aloud”?  When? 
Why  does  the  poet  say  “the  full 
springs  are  just  set  out  to  meet 
the  sea”? 

How  does  “the  year’s  departing 

Words  andPhras 

“changing  skies” 

“passing  few” 

“reign  of  blast” 

“full  springs” 


) STUDY 
Questions 

beauty  hide  the  threat  of  win¬ 
try  storms”? 

Whose  “sterner  frown  abides”? 
What  “kindly  promise”  is 
meant? 

To  what  month  does  the  last 
stanza  refer? 

How  do  you  like  Bryant’s  de¬ 
scription  of  March? 

Which  stanza  do  you  like  best  ? 
Memorize  it. 


s  for  Discussion 

“changed  winds” 
“gushing  rills” 
“sullen  threat” 
“wide  bloom” 


The  Death  of  the  Flowers 
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THE  DEATH  OF  THE  FLOWEES 
William  Cullen  Bryant 
1 

The  melancholy  days  are  come,  the  saddest  of  the  year, 

Of  wailing  winds,  and  naked  woods,  and  meadows  brown  and 
sear. 

Heaped  in  the  hollows  of  the  grove,  the  withered  leaves  lie  dead ; 
They  rustle  to  the  eddying  gust,  and  to  the  rabbit’s  tread. 

The  robin  and  the  wren  are  flown,  and  from  the  shrubs  the  jay. 
And  from  the  wood-ton  calls  the  crow,  through  all  the  gloomy 
day. 

2 

Where  are  the  flowers,  the  fair  young  flowers,  that  lately  sprang 
and  stood 

In  brighter  light  and  softer  airs,  a  beauteous  sisterhood  ? 

Alas !  they  all  are  in  their  graves,  the  gentle  race  of  flowers 
Are  lying  in  their  lowly  beds,  with  the  fair  and  good  of  ours. 
The  rain  is  falling  where  they  lie,  but  the  cold  November  rain, 
Calls  not,  from  out  the  gloomy  earth,  the  lovely  ones  again. 

3 

The  wind-flower  and  the  violet,  they  perished  long  ago. 

And  the  brier-rose  and  the  orchis  died  amid  the  summer  glow ; 
But  on  the  hill  the  golden-rod,  and  the  aster  in  the  wood, 

And  the  yellow  sun-flower  by  the  brook  in  autumn  beauty  stood, 
Till  fell  the  frost  from  the  clear  cold  heaven,  as  falls  the  plague 
on  men, 

And  the  brightness  of  their  smile  was  gone  from  upland,  glade, 
and  glen. 

4 

And  now,  when  comes  the  calm  mild  day,  as  still  such  days  will 
come, 

To  call  the  squirrel  and  the  bee  from  out  their  winter  home; 
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When  the  sound  of  dropping  nuts  is  heard,  though  all  the  trees 
are  still, 

And  twinkle  in  the  smoky  light  the  waters  of  the  rill, 

The  south  wind  searches  for  the  flowers  whose  fragrance  late 
he  bore. 

And  sighs  to  find  them  in  the  wood  and  by  the  stream  no  more. 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 
Notes  and  Questions 


To  what  season  does  the  poet  re¬ 
fer  in  the  opening  stanza? 

Why  does  he  call  it  “the  saddest 
of  the  year”? 

Does  it  seem  so  to  you? 

What  does  Bryant  say  makes  the 
leaves  “rustle”  at  this  time  of 
year? 

Bead  the  lines  that  compare  sum¬ 
mer  days  with  fall  days. 

Is  the  comparison  a  good  one? 


What  is  meant  by  “a  beauteous 
sisterhood”? 

What  spring  flowers  does  the  poet 
name?  What  fall  flowers? 

What  comparison  is  made  in  the 
third  stanza? 

What  signs  of  spring  are  men¬ 
tioned  in  the  last  stanza? 

Does  the  poet  give  a  good  descrip¬ 
tion  of  the  autumn? 

Memorize  the  poem. 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 


“melancholy  days” 
“wailing  winds” 
“eddying  gust” 
“rabbit’s  tread” 


“glade” 

“glen” 

“gentle  race  of  flowers” 
“rill” 


THE  PLANTING  OF  THE  APPLE  TKEE 
William  Cullen  Bryant 
1 

Come,  let  us  plant  the  apple  tree! 
Cleave  the  tough  greensward  with  the  spade; 
Wide  let  its  hollow  bed  be  made ; 

There  gently  lay  the  roots,  and  there 
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Sift  the  dark  mold  with  kindly  care, 

And  press  it  o’er  them  tenderly, 

As  round  the  sleeping  infant’s  feet 
We  softly  fold  the  cradle  sheet; 

So  plant  we  the  apple  tree. 

2 

What  plant  we  in  this  apple  tree? 

Buds,  which  the  breath  of  summer  days 
Shall  lengthen  into  leafy  sprays ; 

Boughs,  where  the  thrush  with  crimson  breast 
Shall  haunt  and  sing  and  hide  her  nest. 

We  plant  upon  the  sunny  lea 
A  shadow  for  the  noontide  hour, 

A  shelter  from  the  summer  shower, 

When  we  plant  the  apple  tree. 

3 

What  plant  we  in  this  apple  tree? 

Sweets  for  a  hundred  flowery  springs 
To  load  the  May  wind’s  restless  wings, 

When  from  the  orchard  row  he  pours 
Its  fragrance  through  our  open  doors. 

A  world  of  blossoms  for  the  bee, 

Flowers  for  the  sick  girl’s  silent  room. 

For  the  glad  infant  sprigs  of  bloom 
We  plant  with  the  apple  tree. 

4 

What  plant  we  in  this  apple  tree? 

Fruits  that  shall  swell  in  sunny  June, 

And  redden  in  the  August  noon, 

And  drop  when  gentle  airs  come  by 
That  fan  the  blue  September  sky. 
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While  children  come,  with  cries  of  glee, 
And  seek  them  where  the  fragrant  grass 
Betrays  their  bed  to  those  who  pass, 

At  the  foot  of  the  apple  tree. 

5 

And  when  above  this  apple  tree 
The  winter  stars  are  quivering  bright, 

And  winds  go  howling  through  the  night. 
Girls  whose  young  eyes  o’erflow  with  mirth 
Shall  peel  its  fruit  by  cottage  hearth ; 

And  guests  in  prouder  homes  shall  see, 
Heaped  with  the  grape  of  Cintra’s  vine 
And  golden  orange  of  the  line, 

The  fruit  of  the  apple  tree. 


6 

The  fruitage  of  this  apple  tree 
Winds  and  our  flag  of  stripe  and  star 
Shall  bear  to  coasts  that  lie  afar, 

Where  men  shall  wonder  at  the  view 
And  ask  in  what  fair  groves  they  grew ; 

And  sojourners  beyond  the  sea 
Shall  think  of  childhood’s  careless  day 
And  long,  long  hours  of  summer  play 

In  the  shade  of  the  apple  tree. 


And  time  shall  waste  this  apple  tree. 
Oh !  when  its  aged  branches  throw 
Thin  shadows  on  the  ground  below, 

Shall  fraud  and  force  and  iron  will 
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Oppress  the  weak  and  helpless  still  ? 

What  shall  the  tasks  of  mere}7  be 
Amid  the  toils,  the  strifes,  the  tears, 
Of  those  who  live  when  length  of  years 
Is  wasting  this  apple  tree  ? 


8 

“Who  planted  this  old  apple  tree?” 
The  children  of  that  distant  day 
Thus  to  some  aged  man  shall  say ; 

And,  gazing  on  its  mossy  stem, 

The  gray-haired  man  shall  answer  them : 

“A  poet  of  the  land  was  he, 

Born  in  the  rude  but  good  old  times ; 

?Tis  said  he  made  some  quaint  old  rhymes 
On  planting  the  apple  tree.” 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 
Notes  and  Questions 


Read  the  stanza  that  tells  how  we 
plant  the  apple  tree. 

What  comparison  in  the  first 
stanza? 

What  does  the  poet  say  we  plant 
in  the  apple  tree  in  the  second 
stanza?  In  the  third  stanza? 
In  the  fourth? 

Why  did  the  poet  follow  this 
order? 


How  does  the  apple  tree  relate  to 
the  winter  season? 

With  what  is  1  ‘cottage  hearth” 
compared? 

What  is  the  meaning  of  the  first 
three  lines  of  the  sixth  stanza? 

To  whom  does  “A  poet  of  the 
land”  refer? 

Do  you  like  this  poem?  Why? 

Read  “ Apple  Blossoms.” 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 


“ Cleave  the  tough  greensward” 
ilA  world  of  blossoms” 

“  infant  sprigs  of  bloom” 

* ‘ haunt  ” 


“Cintra” — in  Portugal 
“line” — equator 
“rude  but  good  old  time” 
“distant  day” 
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THE  VILLAGE  BLACKSMITH 

HENRY  WADSWORTH  LONGFELLOW 

1 

Under  a  spreading  chestnut  tree 
The  village  smithy  stands; 

The  smith,  a  mighty  man  is  he, 

With  large  and  sinewy  hands; 

And  the  muscles  of  his  brawny  arms 
Are  strong  as  iron  bands. 

2 

His  hair  is  crisp,  and  black,  and  long, 
His  face  is  like  the  tan ; 

His  brow  is  wet  with  honest  sweat, 

He  earns  whatever  he  can, 

And  looks  the  whole  world  in  the  face, 
Eor  he  owes  not  any  man. 

3 

Week  in,  week  out,  from  morn  till  night. 
You  can  hear  his  bellows  blow; 

You  can  hear  him  swing  his  heavy  sledge, 
With  measured  beat  and  slow, 

Like  a  sexton  ringing  the  village  bell, 
When  the  evening  sun  is  low. 

4 

And  children  coming  home  from  school 
Look  in  at  the  open  door ; 

They  love  to  see  the  flaming  forge, 

And  hear  the  bellows  roar, 

And  catch  the  burning  sparks  that  fly 
Like  chaff  from  a  threshing  floor. 
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5 

He  goes  on  Sunday  to  the  church, 

And  sits  among  his  boys; 

He  hears  the  parson  pray  and  preach, 

He  hears  his  daughter’s  voice, 

Singing  in  the  village  choir, 

And  it  makes  his  heart  rejoice. 

6 

It  sounds  to  him  like  her  mother’s  voice, 

Singing  in  Paradise ! 

He  needs  must  think  of  her  once  more, 

How  in  the  grave  she  lies; 

And  with  his  hard,  rough  hand  he  wipes 
A  tear  out  of  his  eyes. 

7 

Toiling, — rejoicing, — sorrowing, 

Onward  through  life  he  goes; 

Each  morning  sees  some  task  begin, 

Each  evening  sees  it  close; 

Something  attempted,  something  done, 

Has  earned  a  night’s  repose. 

8 

Thanks,  thanks  to  thee,  my  worthy  friend, 

For  the  lesson  thou  hast  taught ! 

Thus  at  the  flaming  forge  of  life 
Our  fortunes  must  be  wrought; 

Thus  on  its  sounding  anvil  shaped 
Each  burning  deed  and  thought! 

HELPS  TO  STUDY 

Historical:  The  “ village  smithy”  stood  “ under  a  spreading 
chestnut  tree”  in  Brattle  Street,  Cambridge,  not  far  from  the  Long¬ 
fellow  home.  In  time  it  gave  place  to  a  dwelling-house,  and  the 
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chestnut  tree  had  to  be  cut  down.  On  the  morning  this  event  took 
place  every  one  came  out  to  see  the  wood  choppers  at  work  and 
to  see  the  old  tree,  immortalized  by  the  poet,  tumble  over.  It  was 
a  great  event  in  the  village  and  Longfellow  felt  very  sad. 

On  his  seventy-second  birthday,  an  arm-chair  made  out  of  the 
wood  of  the  old  chestnut  tree  was  presented  to  Longfellow  by  the 
children  of  Cambridge.  It  was  carved  with  horse  chestnuts.  One 
stanza  of  the  poem  was  inscribed  upon  it: 

“And  children  coming  home  from  school 
Look  in  at  the  open  door; 

They  love  to  see  the  flaming  forge, 

And  hear  the  bellows  roar, 

And  catch  the  burning  sparks  that  fly 
Like  chaff  from  a  threshing-floor.” 

A  brass  plate  on  the  chair  bore  this  inscription: 

“To  the  author  of  ‘ The  Village  Blacksmith,’  this  chair,  made  from 
the  wood  of  the  spreading  chestnut  tree,  is  presented  as  an  expression 
of  grateful  regard  and  veneration  by  the  children  of  Cambridge ,  who, 
with  their  friends,  join  in  the  best  wishes  and  congratulations  on  this 
anniversary ,  February  27,  1879 .” 

This  remembrance  was  very  pleasing  to  Longfellow,  who  in  re¬ 
ply  to  the  children  wrote  the  poem,  “From  My  Arm-chair.” 


What  picture  does 
stanza  give  you? 

What  does  the  second  stanza  add 
to  your  picture? 

What  reason  does  the  poet  give 
for  saying,  “For  he  owes  not 
any  man”? 

In  the  third  stanza  what  things 
are  compared? 

What  habits  of  the  blacksmith 
does  this  stanza  tell  you  about  ? 

What  comparison  is  used  in  the 
fourth  stanza? 

What  “lesson”  has  the  black¬ 
smith  taught? 


What  is  compared  with  “the 
flaming  forge”?  With  “the 
sounding  anvil”? 

What  is  i  1  the  flaming  forge  of 
life”? 

Notice  that  when  a  comparison 
is  direct,  the  figure  of  speech 
is  called  a  metaphor,  e.  g.,  “the 
flaming  forge  of  life.”  But 
when  like  or  as  is  used  the 
comparison  is  indirect  and  the 
figure  of  speech  is  called  a 
simile,  e.  g.,  “like  chaff  from 
a  threshing  floor.” 


Notes  and  Questions 

the  ‘  first 


The  Old  Clock  on  the  Stairs 
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Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 


( 1  spreading  ’ 7 
‘  ‘  brawny * * 

* 1  crisp  ’ 7 


“  flaming” 
“  repose” 
“burning” 


For  Pronunciation 


“chestnut” 

“sinewy” 

‘  ‘  bellows 7  7 


“sexton” 

“threshing” 

“sorrowing” 


THE  OLD  CLOCK  ON  THE  STAIRS 
Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow 
1 

Somewhat  back  from  the  village  street 
Stands  the  old-fashioned  country-seat. 
Across  its  antique  portico 
Tall  poplar-trees  their  shadows  throw 
And  from  its  station  in  the  hall 
An  ancient  timepiece  says  to  all, — 
“Forever — never ! 

Never — forever ! ” 

2 

Halfway  up  the  stairs  it  stands, 

And  points  and  beckons  with  its  hands 
From  its  case  of  massive  oak, 

Like  a  monk,  who,  under  his  cloak, 

Crosses  himself,  and  sighs,  alas ! 

With  sorrowful  voice  to  all  who  pass, — 
“Forever — never ! 

Never — forever  P 
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3 

By  day  its  voice  is  low  and  light; 

But  in  the  silent  dead  of  night. 

Distinct  as  a  passing  footstep’s  fall 
It  echoes  along  the  vacant  hall, 

Along  the  ceiling,  along  the  floor, 

And  seems  to  say,  at  each  chamber- door,-— 
“Forever — never ! 

Never — forever !” 

4 

Through  days  of  sorrow  and  of  mirth. 
Through  days  of  death  and  days  of  birth, 
Through  every  swift  vicissitude 
Of  changeful  time,  unchanged  it  has  stood, 
And  as  if,  like  God,  it  all  things  saw, 

It  calmly  repeats  those  words  of  awe, — 
“Forever — never ! 

Never — forever !” 

5 

In  that  mansion  used  to  be 
Free-hearted  Hospitality ; 

His  great  fires  up  the  chimney  roared ; 

The  stranger  feasted  at  his  board; 

But,  like  the  skeleton  at  the  feast, 

That  warning  timepiece  never  ceased, — 
“Forever — never ! 

Never — forever !” 

6 

There  groups  of  merry  children  played, 
There  youths  and  maidens  dreaming  strayed. 
0  precious  hours  !  0  golden  prime, 

And  affluence  of  love  and  time ! 


The  Old  Clock  on  the  Stairs 
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Even  as  a  miser  counts  his  gold. 

Those  hours  the  ancient  timepiece  told, — 
“Forever — never ! 

Never — forever !” 


From  that  chamber,  clothed  in  white, 

The  bride  came  forth  on  her  wedding  night : 
There,  in  that  silent  room  below, 

The  dead  lay  in  his  shroud  of  snow ; 

And  in  the  hush  that  followed  the  prayer, 
Was  heard  the  old  clock  on  the  stair,— 
“Forever — never ! 

Never — forever !” 

8 

All  are  scattered  now  and  fled, 

Some  are  married,  some  are  dead; 

And  when  I  ask,  with  throbs  of  pain, 

“Ah !  when  shall  they  all  meet  again  ?” 

As  in  the  days  long-since  gone  by, 

The  ancient  timepiece  makes  reply, — 
“Forever — never ! 

Never — forever !” 

9 

Never  here,  forever  there, 

Where  all  parting,  pain,  and  care, 

And  death,  and  time  shall  disappear, — 
Forever  there,  but  never  here ! 

The  horologe  of  Eternity 
Sayeth  this  incessantly, — 

“Forever — never ! 

Never — forever 
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HELPS  TO  STUDY 


Historical:  1  ‘The  Old  Clock  on  the  Stairs, ”  that  for  many  years 
stood  in  the  Longfellow  home  in  Cambridge,  is  now  in  the  home  of 
Mr.  Thomas  Appleton,  Boston.  The  Longfellow  home,  ‘  ‘  the  most 
historic  building  in  New  England  save  Faneuil  Hall, ”  was  Wash¬ 
ington's  headquarters  for  nine  months  following  the  battle  of  Bunker 
Hill.  It  is  a  fine  example  of  colonial  architecture,  “  guarded  by 
stately  poplars/ ’  commanding  a  good  view  of  the  Charles  Kiver. 
Down  the  street  on  the  opposite  side  stood  “the  spreading  chestnut 
tree”  and  the  “village  smithy. ”  The  house  is  now  occupied  by 
Longfellow’s  daughter,  Alice.  It  is  her  custom  to  invite  to  it  every 
year  a  number  of  the  working  girls  from  Boston.  She  is  one  of  the 
three  daughters  of  Longfellow  composing  the  “blue-eyed  banditti”  of 
his  “Children’s  Hour.” 


Notes  and 

What  picture  do  you  have  after 
reading  the  first  stanza? 

What  do  “old-fashioned”  and 
“antique”  add  to  your  pic¬ 
ture? 

What  picture  of  the  clock  do 
the  first  two  stanzas  give  you? 

Why  does  Longfellow  call  this 
an  “ancient”  timepiece? 

Have  you  ever  seen  a  clock  simi¬ 
lar  to  the  one  he  describes? 

In  what  does  he  say  the  clock  is 
like  a  monk? 


Words  and 

“vacant” 

“beckons” 

“massive” 

1  ‘  vicissitude  ’  ’ 

‘  *  mansion” 


Questions 

Why  does  the  clock ’s  voice  seem 
low  by  day  and  loud  at  night? 

What  does  the  poet  mean  by 
“dead  of  night”? 

With  what  does  he  compare  the 
clock’s  voice  at  night? 

Is  the  comparison  a  good  one? 

What  habit  of  the  clock  does 
Longfellow  tell  about  in  the 
fourth  stanza? 

Whose  fires  does  he  say  once 
roared  up  the  chimney? 

To  what  “previous  hours”  does 
he  refer  in  the  sixth  stanza? 

bs  for  Discussion 

1 1  incessantly  ’  ’ 

“affluence”  =abundance 

“horologe”  (hor'o  loj)  =  a 
timepiece 

“like  the  skeleton  at  the  feast” 
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THE  BIRDS  OF  KILLINGWORTH 

Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow 
The  Coming  of  the  Birds 

1 

It  was  the  season,  when  all  through  the  land 
The  merle  and  mavis  build,  and  building  sing 

Those  lovely  lyrics,  written  by  His  hand, 

Whom  Saxon  Caedmon  calls  the  Blithe-heart  King ; 

When  on  the  boughs  the  purple  buds  expand. 

The  banners  of  the  vanguard  of  the  Spring, 

And  rivulets,  rejoicing,  rush  and  leap. 

And  wave  their  fluttering  signals  from  the  steep. 

9 

rw 

The  robin  and  the  blue-bird,  piping  loud, 

Filled  all  the  blossoming  orchards  with  their  glee; 

The  sparrows  chirped  as  if  they  still  were  proud 
Their  race  in  Holy  Writ  should  mentioned  be; 

And  hungry  crows  assembled  in  a  crowd. 

Clamored  their  piteous  prayer  incessantly, 

Knowing  who  hears  the  ravens  cry  and  said: 

“Give  us,  0  Lord,  this  day  our  daily  bread !” 

3 

Across  the  Sound  the  birds  of  passage  sailed, 

Speaking  some  unknown  language  strange  and  sweet 

Of  tropic  isle  remote,  and  passing  hailed 
The  village  with  the  cheers  of  all  their  fleet ; 

Or  quarrelling  together,  laughed  and  railed 
Like  foreign  sailors,  landed  in  the  street 
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Of  seaport  town,  and  with  outlandish  noise 
Of  oaths  and  gibberish  frightening  girls  and  boys. 

4 

Thus  came  the  jocund  Spring  in  Killingworth, 

In  fabulous  days,  some  hundred  years  ago ; 

And  thrifty  farmers,  as  they  tilled  the  earth. 

Heard  with  alarm  the  cawing  of  the  crow. 

That  mingled  with  the  universal  mirth, 

Cassandra-like,  prognosticating  woe; 

They  shook  their  heads,  and  doomed  with  dreadful  words 
To  swift  destruction  the  whole  race  of  birds. 

The  Town  Meeting 

5 

And  a  town-meeting  was  convened  straightway 
To  set  a  price  upon  the  guilty  heads 
Of  these  marauders,  who,  in  lieu  of  pay. 

Levied  black-mail  upon  the  garden  beds 
And  corn-fields,  and  beheld  without  dismay 
The  awful  scarecrow,  with  his  fluttering  shreds; 

The  skeleton  that  waited  at  their  feast, 

Whereby  their  sinful  pleasure  was  increased. 

6 

Then  from  his  house,  a  temple  painted  white, 

With  fluted  columns,  and  a  roof  of  red. 

The  Squire  came  forth,  august  and  splendid  sight ! 

Slowly  descending,  with  majestic  tread, 

Three  flights  of  steps,  nor  looking  left  nor  right, 

Down  the  long  street  he  walked,  as  one  who  said, 

“A  town  that  boasts  inhabitants  like  me 
Can  have  no  lack  of  good  society !” 

r*j 

i 

The  Parson,  too,  appeared,  a  man  austere, 

The  instinct  of  whose  nature  was  to  kill ; 
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The  wrath  of  God  he  preached  from  year  to  year, 
And  read,  with  fervor,  Edwards  on  the  Will ; 
His  favorite  pastime  was  to  slay  the  deer 
In  Summer  on  some  Adirondac  hill ; 

E’en  now,  while  walking  down  the  rural  lane. 

He  lopped  the  wa}^side  lilies  with  his  cane. 

8 

From  the  Academy,  whose  belfry  crowned 
The  hill  of  Science  with  its  vane  of  brass, 

Came  the  Preceptor,  gazing  idly  round, 

Now  at  the  clouds,  and  now  at  the  green  grass, 
And  all  absorbed  in  reveries  profound 
Of  fair  Almira  in  the  upper  class, 

Who  was,  as  in  a  sonnet  he  had  said. 

As  pure  as  water,  and  as  good  as  bread. 

9 

And  next  the  Deacon  issued  from  his  door, 

In  his  voluminous  neck-cloth,  white  as  snow; 

A  suit  of  sable  bombazine  he  wore ; 

His  form  was  ponderous,  and  his  step  was  slow ; 
There  never  was  so  wise  a  man  before ; 

He  seemed  the  incarnate  “Well,  I  told  you  so !” 
And  to  perpetuate  his  great  renown 
There  was  a  street  named  after  him  in  town. 

10 

These  came  together  in  the  new  town-hall, 

With  sundry  farmers  from  the  region  round. 
The  Squire  presided,  dignified  and  tall, 

His  air  impressive  and  his  reasoning  sound ; 

Ill  fared  it  with  the  birds,  both  great  and  small ; 

Hardly  a  friend  in  all  that  crowd  they  found, 
But  enemies  enough,  who  every  one 
Charged  them  with  all  the  crimes  beneath  the  sun. 
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11 

When  they  had  ended,  from  his  place  apart, 

Eose  the  Preceptor,  to  redress  the  wrong, 

And,  trembling  like  a  steed  before  the  start, 

Looked  round  bewildered  on  the  expectant  throng; 
Then  thought  of  fair  Almira,  and  took  heart 
To  speak  out  what  was  in  him,  clear  and  strong. 
Alike  regardless  of  their  smile  or  frown, 

And  quite  determined  not  to  be  laughed  down. 


12 

“Plato,  anticipating  the  Eeviewers, 

From  his  Eepublic  banished  without  pity 
The  Poets ;  in  this  little  town  of  yours, 

You  put  to  death,  by  means  of  a  Committee, 
The  ballad-singers  and  the  Troubadours, 

The  street-musicians  of  the  heavenly  city. 
The  birds  who  make  sweet  music  for  us  all 
In  our  dark  hours,  as  David  did  for  Saul. 


The  Song  of  the  Birds 

13 

“The  thrush  that  carols  at  the  dawn  of  day 
From  the  green  steeples  of  the  piny  wood ; 
The  oriole  in  the  elm ;  the  noisy  jay, 

J argoning  like  a  foreigner  at  his  food ; 

The  blue-bird  balanced  on  some  topmost  spray, 
Flooding  with  melody  the  neighborhood; 
Linnet  and  meadow-lark,  and  all  the  throng 
That  dwell  in  nests,  and  have  the  gift  of  song. 
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14 

“You  slay  them  all !  and  wherefore?  for  the  gain 
Of  a  scant  handful  more  or  less  of  wheat. 

Or  rye,  or  barley,  or  some  other  grain, 

Scratched  up  at  random  by  industrious  feet. 
Searching  for  worm  or  weevil  after  rain ! 

Or  a  few  cherries,  that  are  not  so  sweet 
As  are  the  songs  these  uninvited  guests 
Sing  at  their  feast  with  comfortable  breasts. 

15 

“Do  you  ne’er  think  what  wondrous  beings  these  ? 

Do  }^ou  ne’er  think  who  made  them,  and  who  taught 
The  dialect  they  speak,  where  melodies 
Alone  are  the  interpreters  of  thought  ? 

Whose  household  words  are  songs  in  many  keys. 
Sweeter  than  instrument  of  man  e’er  caught ! 
Whose  habitations  in  the  tree-tops  even 
Are  halfway  houses  on  the  road  to  heaven ! 

16 

“Think  every  morning  when  the  sun  peeps  through 
The  dim  leaf-latticed  windows  of  the  grove, 

How  jubilant  the  happy  birds  renew 
Their  old,  melodious  madrigals  of  love ! 

And  when  you  think  of  this,  remember  too 
’Tis  always  morning  somewhere,  and  above 
The  awakening  continents,  from  shore  to  shore. 
Somewhere  the  birds  are  singing  evermore. 

The  Birds'  Service  to  Man 

17 

“Think  of  your  woods  and  orchards  without  birds ! 

Of  empty  nests  that  cling  to  boughs  and  beams 
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As  in  an  idiot’s  brain  remembered  words 

Hang  empty  ’mid  the  cobwebs  of  his  dreams ! 
Will  bleat  of  flocks  or  bellowing  of  herds 

Make  np  for  the  lost  music,  when  your  teams 
Drag  home  the  stingy  harvest,  and  no  more 
The  feathered  gleaners  follow  to  your  door  ? 

18 

“What !  would  you  rather  see  the  incessant  stir 
Of  insects  in  the  windrows  of  the  hay, 

And  hear  the  locust  and  the  grasshopper 
Their  melancholy  hurdy-gurdies  play? 

Is  this  more  pleasant  to  you  than  the  whir 
Of  meadow-lark,  and  its  sweet  roundelay, 

Or  twitter  of  little  field-fares,  as  you  take 
Your  nooning  in  the  shade  of  bush  and  brake  ? 

19 

“You  call  them  thieves  and  pillagers ;  but  know 
They  are  the  winged  wardens  of  your  farms, 
Who  from  the  cornfields  drive  the  insidious  foe, 
And  from  your  harvests  keep  a  hundred  harms 
Even  the  blackest  of  them  all,  the  crow, 

Eenders  good  service  as  your  man-at-arms, 
Crushing  the  beetle  in  his  coat  of  mail. 

And  crying  havoc  on  the  slug  and  snail. 


How  Teach  Gentleness  and  Reverence 
20 

“How  can  I  teach  your  children  gentleness, 
And  mercy  to  the  weak,  and  reverence. 

For  Life,  which,  in  its  weakness  or  excess. 

Is  still  a  gleam  of  God’s  omnipotence. 

Or  Death,  which,  seeming  darkness,  is  no  less 
The  self-same  light,  although  averted  hence, 
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When  by  your  laws,  your  actions,  and  your  speech, 

You  contradict  the  very  things  I  teach?” 

21 

With  this  he  closed ;  and  through  the  audience  went 
A  murmur,  like  the  rustle  of  dead  leaves ; 

The  farmers  laughed  and  nodded,  and  some  bent 
Their  yellow  heads  together  like  their  sheaves ; 

Men  have  no  faith  in  tine-spun  sentiment 

Who  put  their  trust  in  bullocks  and  in  beeves. 

The  birds  were  doomed ;  and,  as  the  record  shows, 

A  bounty  offered  for  the  heads  of  crows. 

22 

There  was  another  audience  out  of  reach, 

Who  had  no  voice  nor  vote  in  making  lawTs, 

But  in  the  papers  read  his  little  speech. 

And  crowned  his  modest  temples  with  applause; 

They  made  him  conscious,  each  one  more  than  each, 

He  still  was  victor,  vanquished  in  their  cause. 

0  fair  Almira  at  the  Academy! 

23 

And  so  the  dreadful  massacre  began; 

0?er  fields  and  orchards,  and  o?er  woodland  crests, 

The  ceaseless  fusillade  of  terror  ran. 

Dead  fell  the  birds,  with  blood-stains  on  their  breasts, 
Or  wounded  crept  away  from  sight  of  man. 

While  the  young  died  of  famine  in  their  nests ; 

A  slaughter  to  be  told  in  groans,  not  words, 

The  very  St.  Bartholomew  of  Birds ! 

Consequences  of  the  Destruction  of  the  Birds 

24 

The  Summer  came,  and  all  the  birds  were  dead ; 

The  days  were  like  hot  coals ;  the  very  ground 
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Was  burned  to  ashes;  in  the  orchards  fed 
Myriads  of  caterpillars,  and  around 
The  cultivated  fields  and  garden  beds 

Hosts  of  devouring  insects  crawled,  and  found 
Ho  foe  to  check  their  march,  till  they  had  made 
The  land  a  desert  without  leaf  or  shade. 

25 

Devoured  by  worms,  like  Herod,  was  the  town, 

Because,  like  Herod,  it  had  ruthlessly 
Slaughtered  the  Innocents.  From  the  trees  spun  down 
The  canker-worms  upon  the  passers-by, 

Upon  each  woman’s  bonnet,  shawl,  and  gown, 

Who  shook  them  off  with  just  a  little  cry ; 

They  were  the  terror  of  each  favorite  walk. 

The  endless  theme  of  all  the  village  talk. 

26 

The  farmers  grew  impatient,  but  a  few 

Confessed  their  error,  and  would  not  complain, 

For  after  all,  the  best  thing  one  can  do 
When  it  is  raining,  is  to  let  it  rain. 

Then  they  repealed  the  law,  although  they  knew 
It  would  not  call  the  dead  to  life  again ; 

As  schoolboys,  finding  their  mistake  too  late, 

Draw  a  wet  sponge  across  the  accusing  slate. 

27 

That  year  in  Killingworth  the  Autumn  came 
Without  the  light  of  his  majestic  look, 

The  wonder  of  the  falling  tongues  of  flame, 

The  illumined  pages  of  his  Doom’s-Day  book.  t 

A  few  lost  leaves  blushed  crimson  with  their  shame, 

And  drowned  themselves  despairing  in  the  brook, 
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While  the  wild  wind  went  moaning  everywhere, 
Lamenting  the  dead  children  of  the  air ! 


The  Bet  urn  of  the  Birds 

28 

But  the  next  Spring  a  stranger  sight  was  seen, 

A  sight  that  never  yet  by  bard  was  sung, 

As  great  a  wonder  as  it  would  have  been 
If  some  dumb  animal  had  found  a  tongue ! 

A  wagon,  overarched  with  evergreen, 

Upon  whose  boughs  were  wicker  cages  hung, 

All  full  of  singing  birds,  came  down  the  street, 
Filling  the  air  with  music  wild  and  sweet. 

29 

From  all  the  country  round  these  birds  were  brought, 
By  order  of  the  town,  with  anxious  quest, 

And,  loosened  from  their  wicker  prisons,  sought 
In  woods  and  fields  the  places  they  loved  best, 
Singing  loud  canticles,  which  many  thought 
Were  satires  to  the  authorities  addressed. 

While  others,  listening  in  green  lanes,  averred 
Such  lovely  music  never  had  been  heard ! 

30 

But  blither  still  and  louder  carolled  they 
Upon  the  morrow,  for  they  seemed  to  know 
It  was  the  fair  Almira’s  wedding-day, 

And  everywhere,  around,  above,  below, 

When  the  Preceptor  bore  his  bride  away. 

Their  songs  burst  forth  in  joyous  overflow, 

And  a  new  heaven  bent  over  a  new  earth 
Amid  the  sunny  farms  of  Killingworth. 
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HELPS  TO  STUDY 
Notes  and  Questions 


What  season  is  described  in  the 
poem? 

When  did  the  events  described 
occur?  What  tells  you  this? 

Which  of  the  evidences  of  spring, 
here  mentioned,  have  you  seen? 

What  is  meant  by  “the  vanguard 
of  the  Spring”? 

What  does  the  poet  say  are  its 
“banners”? 

What  are  the  * 1  fluttering  sig¬ 
nals”  of  the  rivulets? 

Who  does  he  say  wrote  1  ‘  those 
lovely  lyrics”  the  merle  and 
mavis  sing? 

Read  the  prayer  the  crows  utter 
incessantly. 

What  tells  you  the  direction 
from  which  the  “birds  of  pas¬ 
sage”  came? 

What  alarmed  the  farmers? 

For  wfliat  purpose  was  a  town¬ 
meeting  called? 

What  kind  of  man  was  the 
Squire?  What  lines  tell  you 
this? 


Read  lines  that  describe  the  Par¬ 
son. 

Tell  about  the  Preceptor. 

Read  lines  that  describe  the  Dea¬ 
con. 

Who  championed  the  cause  of 
the  birds? 

Read  the  stanzas  that  contain 
his  speech. 

What  service  does  he  say  the 
birds  render  to  man? 

What  was  the  effect  of  his 
speech? 

WThat  action  did  the  meeting 
take? 

What  resulted  from  the  destruc¬ 
tion  of  the  birds? 

What  comparison  is  made  relat¬ 
ing  to  Herod?  To  schoolboys? 

By  whom  were  the  birds  re¬ 
stored? 

How  did  the  Preceptor  celebrate 
the  restoration  of  the  birds? 

Memorize  the  last  half  of  stanza 
sixteen. 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 


Caedmon — An  Anglo-Saxon  who 
wrote  a  Bible  poem  called 
‘ 1  Caedmon 's  Paraphrase.  ’  ’  He 
was  not  a  poet  and  when  some¬ 
times  at  entertainments  it  was 
agreed  for  the  sake  of  mirth 
that  all  present  should  sing  in 
turn,  he  withdrew  and  went 
home.  On  one  such  occasion 
he  went  to  the  stable  and  slept, 
and  in  his  sleep  a  vision  appeared 


and  said  to  him,  “Caedmon, 
sing  some  song  to  me.”  He 
answered,  “I  cannot  sing;  for 
that  was  the  reason  I  left  the 
entertainment  and  retired 
here.”  The  vision  said,  “How¬ 
ever,  you  shall  sing.”  “What 
shall  I  sing?”  said  Caedmon. 
“Sing  the  beginning  of  cre¬ 
ated  beings,”  said  the  vision, 
whereupon  Caedmon  began  to 
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sing  verses  to  the  praise  of 
God.  He  remembered  the 
poetry  which  he  had  composed 
in  his  dream  and  repeated  it 
in  the  morning  to  the  inmates 
of  the  monastery,  who  conclud¬ 
ed  the  gift  of  song  was  a 
divine  gift  and  had  him  enter 
the  monastery  and  devote  his 
time  to  poetry. 

sparrows — Holy  Writ — See  Mat¬ 
thew  X,  29-31. 

Cassandra — the  daughter  of  Pri¬ 
am,  King  of  Troy,  who  was 
slain  in  the  sacking  of  Troy. 
Apollo  gave  her  the  gift  of 
prophecy,  but  afterward  be¬ 
came  angry  at  her  and  decreed 
that  no  one  should  believe  her 
prophecies. — See  page  227. 
Jonathan  Edwards — an  American 
preacher,  who  wrote  a  book  on 
the  “  Freedom  of  the  Will.  ” 
“as  David  did  for  Saul” — See 
I  Samuel  XVI,  14-23. 

“A  very  St.  Bartholomew  of 
Birds” — here  used  to  mean  a 
slaughter  of  birds. 

“like  Herod” — See  Matthew  II. 
“Who  hears  the  ravens  cry” — 
Luke  XII,  24. 


Doom  ’s-Day  book — A  book  con¬ 
taining  a  digest  of  a  census 
of  England  under  William  the 
Conqueror,  so-called  because  its 
decision  was  regarded  as  final, 
“fluttering  signals” 

“all  their  fleet” 

“jocund  Spring” 

“fabulous  days” 

I  ‘  prognosticating  ’ 1 
“fluted  columns” 

“majestic  tread” 

“  jargoning  7 7 
“melodious  madrigals” 
“feathered  gleaners” 

“ fine-spun  sentiment” 

I I  vanquished  ’  7 
“winged  wardens” 

* 1  melancholy  hurdy-gurdies 7  7 
“ceaseless  fusillade” 

“his  majestic  look” 

“satires  to  the  authorities  ad¬ 
dressed” 

“a  new  heaven  bent  over  a  new 
earth” 

What  things  are  compared  in 
each  of  the  following  figures 
of  speech: 

“steeples  of  the  piny  wood” 
“fusillade  of  terror” 

“tongues  of  flame” 
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THE  BHODORA 
Ralph  Waldo  Emerson 

In  May,  when  sea- winds  pierced  our  solitudes, 

I  found  the  fresh  Bhodora  in  the  woods. 

Spreading  its  leafless  blooms  in  a  damp  nook, 

To  please  the  desert  and  the  sluggish  brook. 

The  purple  petals  fallen  in  the  pool 
Made  the  black  water  with  their  beauty  gay; 

Here  might  the  red-bird  come  his  plumes  to  cool, 

And  court  the  flower  that  cheapens  his  array. 

Bhodora !  if  the  sages  ask  thee  why 
This  charm  is  wasted  on  the  earth  and  sky, 

Tell  them,  dear,  that,  if  eyes  were  made  for  seeing, 
Then  beauty  is  its  own  excuse  for  being; 

Why  thou  wert  there,  0  rival  of  the  rose  ! 

I  never  thought  to  ask;  I  never  knew; 

But  in  my  simple  ignorance  suppose 

The  self-same  power  that  brought  me  there  brought  you. 


When  did  the  poet 
rhodora? 

What  can  you  tell  about  Emer¬ 
son's  home  which  explains  his 
reference  to  the  sea-winds? 
Read  the  line  which  tells  the 
color  of  the  rhodora. 

What  comparison  is  made  be¬ 
tween  the  rhodora  and  the  rose? 

“leafless  blooms 9 
“sluggish  brook" 

“cheapens  his  array" 

“rival  of  the  rose" 


Read  a  line  which  tells  that  the 
rhodora  grew  where  few  could 
see  it. 

What  comparison  is  made  be¬ 
tween  the  color  of  the  bird  and 
the  color  of  the  flower? 

Read  the  line  which  tells  how  the 
flower  came  to  be  in  this  retired 
spot. 

i  1  rhodora '  ’ — A  beautiful  shrub 
with  clusters  of  pale  purple  flow¬ 
ers  preceding  the  leaves. 

“black  water" 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 

Notes  and  Questions 
find  the 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 
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THE  HUMBLEBEE 
Balph  Waldo  Emerson 
1 

Burly  dozing  humblebee ! 

Where  thou  art  is  clime  for  me. 

Let  them  sail  for  Porto  Pique, 
Ear-off  heats  through  seas  to  seek, 

I  will  follow  thee  alone, 

Thou  animated  torrid  zone ! 

Zig-zag  steerer,  desert  cheerer, 

Let,  me  chase  thy  waving  lines. 

Keep  me  nearer,  me  thy  hearer, 
Singing  over  shrubs  and  vines. 

2 

Insect  lover  of  the  sun, 

Joy  of  thy  dominion! 

Sailor  of  the  atmosphere, 

Swimmer  through  the  waves  of  air, 
Voyager  of  light  and  noon, 
Epicurean  of  June, 

Wait  I  prithee,  till  I  come 
Within  ear-shot  of  thy  hum, — 

All  without  is  martyrdom. 

3 

When  the  south  wind,  in  May  days, 
With  a  net  of  shining  haze, 

Silvers  the  horizon  wall. 

And,  with  softness  touching  all, 
Tints  the  human  countenance 
With  a  color  of  romance, 

And,  infusing  subtle  heats, 
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Turns  the  sod  to  violets, 

Thou  in  sunny  solitudes, 

Bover  of  the  underwoods, 

The  green  silence  dost  displace. 

With  thy  mellow  breezy  bass. 

4 

Hot  midsummer’s  petted  crone, 

Sweet  to  me  thy  drowsy  tone. 

Telling  of  countless  sunny  hours, 
Long  days,  and  solid  banks  of  flowers. 
Of  gulfs  of  sweetness  without  bound 
In  Indian  wildernesses  found, 

Of  Syrian  peace,  immortal  leisure. 
Firmest  cheer  and  bird-like  pleasure. 

5 

Aught  unsavory  or  unclean, 

Hath  my  insect  never  seen, 

But  violets  and  bilberry  bells. 

Maple  sap  and  daffodels. 

Grass  with  green  flag  half-mast  high. 
Succory  to  match  the  sky, 

Columbine  with  horn  of  honey, 
Scented  fern,  and  agrimony, 

Clover,  catchfly,  adderVtongue, 

And  brier-roses  dwelt  among ; 

All  beside  was  unknown  waste, 

All  was  picture  as  he  passed. 

6 

Wiser  far  than  human  seer, 
Yellow-breeched  philosopher ! 

Seeing  only  what  is  fair, 

Sipping  only  what  is  sweet. 
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Thou  dost  mock  at  fate  and  care, 
Leave  the  chaff  and  take  the  wheat. 
When  the  fierce  north-western  blast 
Cools  sea  and  land  so  far  and  fast, 
Thou  already  slumberest  deep, — 

Woe  and  want  thou  canst  out-sleep, — 
Want  and  woe  which  torture  us, 

Thy  sleep  makes  ridiculous. 


HELPS  T 
Notes  and 

What  does  the  poet  say  others 
may  seek  in  “  Porto  Pique”? 
Through  what  1 1  seas  ’ 1  must  you 
sail  to  reach  “Porto  Pique”? 
What  is  the  torrid  zone? 

What  climate  does  the  bee  carry 
with  him? 

What  names  does  the  poet  give 
the  bee  in  the  second  stanza? 
Read  a  line  from  the  third  stanza 
which  tells  the  part  in  music 
which  the  bee  sings. 

Words  and  Phras 

1 1  thy  waving  lines  ’  ’ 

“sunny  solitudes” 

“Indian  wilderness” 

“immortal  leisure” 

“subtle  heats” 

“ green  silence” 


) STUDY 
Questions 

Read  the  lines  in  the  third 
stanza  which  tell  how  the 
south  wind  and  the  sun  bring 
up  the  violets. 

What  does  the  “drowsy  tune”  of 
the  bee  tell  to  the  poet? 

Among  what  flowers  does  the  bee 
dwell? 

What  does  the  bee  sip? 

What  comparison  does  the  poet 
make  between  human  beings 
and  the  bee? 

is  for  Discussion 

“Syrian  peace” 

“human  seer” 

“All  was  picture  as  he  passed” 

“Epicurean” — referring  to  dain¬ 
tiness  of  appetite 


5 

10 

15 

20 

25 

30 
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LITTLE  DAFFYDOWNDILLY 
Nathaniel  Hawthorne 

Daffydowndilly  was  so  called  because  in  his  nature  he  re¬ 
sembled  a  flower,  and  loved  to  do  only  what  was  beautiful  and 
agreeable,  and  took  no  delight  in  labor  of  any  kind.  But  while 
Daffydowndilly  was  yet  a  little  boy,  his  mother  sent  him  away 
from  his  pleasant  home,  and  put  him  under  the  care  of  a  very 
strict  schoolmaster,  who  went  by  the  name  of  Mr.  Toil.  Those 
who  knew  him  best  affirmed  that  this  Mr.  Toil  was  a  very  worthy 
character ;  and  that  he  had  done  more  good,  both  to  children  and 
grown  people,  than  anybody  else  in  the  world.  Certainly  he  had 
lived  long  enough  to  do  a  great  deal  of  good;  for,  if  all  stories 
be  true,  he  had  dwelt  upon  earth  ever  since  Adam  was  driven 
from  the  garden  of  Eden. 

Nevertheless,  Mr.  Toil  had  a  severe  and  ugly  countenance, 
especially  for  such  little  boys  or  big  men  as  were  inclined  to  be 
idle ;  his  voice,  too,  was  harsh ;  and  all  his  ways  and  customs 
seemed  very  disagreeable  to  our  friend  Daffydowndilly.  The 
whole  day  long,  this  terrible  old  schoolmaster  sat  at  his  desk 
overlooking  the  scholars,  or  stalked  about  the  school-room  with 
a  certain  awful  birch  rod  in  his  hand.  Now  came  a  rap  over  the 
shoulders  of  a  boy  whom  Mr.  Toil  had  caught  at  play;  now  he 
punished  a  whole  class  who  were  behindhand  with  their  lessons ; 
and,  in  short,  unless  a  lad  chose  to  attend  quietly  and  constantly 
to  his  book,  he  had  no  chance  of  enjoying  a  quiet  moment  in  the 
school-room  of  Mr.  Toil. 

“This  will  never  do  for  me,”  thought  Daffydowndilly. 

Now,  the  whole  of  Daffy  do  wndill/s  life  had  hitherto  been 
passed  with  his  dear  mother,  who  had  a  much  sweeter  face  than 
old  Mr.  Toil  and  who  had  always  been  very  indulgent  to  her 
little  boy.  No  wonder,  therefore,  that  poor  Daffydowndilly 
found  it  a  woful  change,  to  be  sent  away  from  the  good  lady's 
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side,  and  put  under  the  care  of  this  ugly-visaged  schoolmaster, 
who  never  gave  him  any  apples  or  cakes,  and  seemed  to  think 
that  little  boys  were  created  only  to  get  lessons. 

“I  can’t  bear  it  any  longer,”  said  Daffydowndilly  to  himself, 
5  when  he  had  been  at  school  about  a  week.  “I’ll  run  away,  and 
try  to  find  my  dear  mother;  and,  at  any  rate,  I  shall  never  find 
anybody  half  so  disagreeable  as  this  old  Mr.  Toil !” 

So,  the  very  next  morning,  off  started  poor  Daffydowndilly, 
and  began  his  rambles  about  the  world,  with  only  some  bread  and 
10  cheese  for  his  breakfast,  and  very  little  pocket-money  to  pay  his 
expenses.  But  he  had  gone  only  a  short  distance  when  he  over¬ 
took  a  man  of  grave  and  sedate  appearance,  who  was  trudging  at 
a  moderate  pace  along  the  road. 

“Good  morning,  my  fine  lad,”  said  the  stranger ;  and  his  voice 
15  seemed  hard  and  severe,  but  yet  had  a  sort  of  kindness  in  it; 
“whence  do  you  come  so  early,  and  whither  are  you  going  ?” 

Little  Daffydowndilly  was  a  boy  of  very  ingenuous  dispo¬ 
sition,  and  had  never  been  known  to  tell  a  lie  in  all  his  life.  Nor 
did  he  tell  one  now.  He  hesitated  a  moment  or  two,  but  finally 
20  confessed  that  he  had  run  away  from  school,  on  account  of  his 
great  dislike  to  Mr.  Toil ;  and  that  he  was  resolved  to  find  some 
place  in  the  world  where  he  should  never  see  or  hear  of  the  old 
schoolmaster  again. 

“Oh,  very  well,  my  little  friend !”  answered  the  stranger. 
25  “Then  we  will  go  together ;  for  I,  likewise,  have  had  a  good  deal 
to  do  with  Mr.  Toil,  and  should  be  glad  to  find  some  place  where 
he  was  never  heard  of.” 

Our  friend  Daffydowndilly  would  have  been  better  pleased  with 
a  companion  of  his  own  age,  with  whom  he  might  have  gathered 
30  flowers  along  the  roadside,  or  have  chased  butterflies,  or  have 
done  many  other  things  to  make  the  journey  pleasant.  But  he 
had  wisdom  enough  to  understand  that  he  should  get  along 
through  the  world  much  easier  by  having  a  man  of  experience 
to  show  him  the  way.  So  he  accepted  the  stranger’s  proposal,  and 
35  they  walked  on  very  sociably  together. 
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The}-  had  not  gone  far,  when  the  road  passed  by  a  field  where 
some  haymakers  were  at  work,  mowing  down  the  tall  grass,  and 
spreading  it  out  in  the  sun  to  dry.  Daffydowndilly  was  delighted 
with  the  sweet  smell  of  the  new-mown  grass,  and  thought  how 
5  much  pleasanter  it  must  be  to  make  hay  in  the  sunshine,  under 
the  blue  sky,  and  with  the  birds  singing  sweetly  in  the  neighbor¬ 
ing  trees  and  bushes,  than  to  be  shut  up  in  a  dismal  school-room, 
learning  lessons  all  day  long,  and  continually  scolded  by  old  Mr. 
Toil.  But,  in  the  midst  of  these  thoughts,  while  he  was  stopping 
10  to  peep  over  the  stone  wall,  he  started  back  and  caught  hold  of 
his  companion's  hand. 

“Quick,  quick !”  cried  he.  “Let  us  run  away,  or  he  will  catch 
us  !” 

“Who  will  catch  us?”  asked  the  stranger. 

15  “Mr.  Toil,  the  old  schoolmaster !”  answered  Daffydowndilly. 
“Don’t  you  see  him  amongst  the  haymakers  ?” 

And  Daffydowndilly  pointed  to  an  elderly  man,  who  seemed 
to  be  the  owner  of  the  field,  and  the  employer  of  the  men  at  work 
there.  He  had  stripped  off  his  coat  and  waistcoat,  and  was  busily 
20  at  work  in  his  shirt-sleeves.  The  drops  of  sweat  stood  upon  his 
brow;  but  he  gave  himself  not  a  moment’s  rest,  and  kept  crying 
out  to  the  haymakers  to  make  hay  while  the  sun  shone.  How, 
strange  to  say,  the  figure  and  features  of  this  old  farmer  were 
precisely  the  same  as  those  of  old  Mr.  Toil,  who,  at  that  very 
25  moment,  must  have  been  just  entering  his  school-room. 

“Don’t  be  afraid,”  said  the  stranger.  “This  is  not  Mr.  Toil 
the  schoolmaster,  but  a  brother  of  his,  who  was  bred  a  farmer; 
and  people  say  he  is  the  most  disagreeable  man  of  the  two.  How¬ 
ever,  he  won’t  trouble  you,  unless  you  become  a  laborer  on  the 
30  farm.” 

Little  Daffydowndilly  believed  what  his  companion  said,  but 
was  very  glad,  nevertheless,  when  they  were  out  of  sight  of  the 
old  farmer,  who  bore  such  a  singular  resemblance  to  Mr.  Toil. 
The  two  travelers  had  gone  but  little  farther,  when  they  came 
35  to  a  spot  where  some  carpenters  were  erecting  a  house.  Daffy- 
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downdilly  begged  his  companion  to  stop  a  moment;  for  it  was  a 
very  pretty  sight  to  see  how  neatly  the  carpenters  did  their  work, 
with  their  broad-axes,  and  saws,  and  planes,  and  hammers,  shap¬ 
ing  out  the  doors,  and  putting  in  the  window-sashes,  and  nailing 
on  the  clapboards ;  and  he  could  not  help  thinking  that  he  should 
like  to  take  a  broad-axe,  a  saw,  a  plane,  and  a  hammer,  and  build 
a  little  house  for  himself.  And  then,  when  he  should  have  a 
house  of  his  own,  old  Mr.  Toil  would  never  dare  to  molest  him. 

But,  just  while  he  was  delighting  himself  with  this  idea,  little 
Daffydowndilly  beheld  something  that  made  him  catch  hold  of 
his  companion’s  hand,  all  in  a  fright. 

“Make  haste.  Quick,  quick !”  cried  he.  “There  he  is  again  !” 

“Who  ?”  asked  the  stranger,  very  quietly. 

“Old  Mr.  Toil,”  said  Daffydowndilty,  trembling.  “There!  he 
that  is  overseeing  the  carpenters.  ’T  is  my  old  schoolmaster,  as 
sure  as  I ’m  alive !” 

The  stranger  cast  his  eyes  where  Daffydowndilly  pointed  his 
finger;  and  he  saw  an  elderly  man,  with  a  carpenter’s  rule  and 
compasses  in  his  hand.  This  person  went  to  and  fro  about  the 
unfinished  house,  measuring  pieces  of  timber,  and  marking  out 
the  work  that  wTas  to  be  done,  and  continually  exhorting  the 
other  carpenters  to  be  diligent.  And  wherever  he  turned  his  hard 
and  wrinkled  visage,  the  men  seemed  to  feel  that  they  had  a  task¬ 
master  over  them,  and  sawed,  and  hammered,  and  planed,  as  if 
for  dear  life. 

“Oh  no !  this  is  not  Mr.  Toil,  the  schoolmaster,”  said  the 
stranger.  “It  is  another  brother  of  his,  who  follows  the  trade  of 
carpenter.” 

“I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,”  quoth  Daffydowndilly ;  “but  if  you 
please,  sir,  I  should  like  to  get  out  of  his  Avay  as  soon  as  pos¬ 
sible.” 

Then  they  went  on  a  little  farther,  and  soon  heard  the  sound 
of  a  drum  and  fife.  Daffydowndilly  pricked  up  his  ears  at  this, 
and  besought  his  companion  to  hurry  forward,  that  they  might 
not  miss  seeing  the  soldiers.  Accordingly,  they  made  what  haste 
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the}r  could,  and  soon  met  a  company  of  soldiers,  gayly  dressed, 
with  beautiful  feathers  in  their  caps,  and  bright  muskets  on  their 
shoulders.  In  front  marched  two  drummers  and  two  fifers,  beat¬ 
ing  on  their  drums  and  playing  on  their  fifes  with  might  and 
5  main,  and  making  such  lively  music  that  little  Daffydowndilly 
would  gladly  have  followed  them  to  the  end  of  the  world.  And 
if  he  was  only  a  soldier,  then,  he  said  to  himself,  old  Mr.  Toil 
.  would  never  venture  to  look  him  in  the  face. 

“Quick  step !  Forward  march !”  shouted  a  gruff  voice. 

10  Little  Daffydowndilly  started,  in  great  dismay;  for  this  voice 
which  had  spoken  to  the  soldiers  sounded  precisely  the  same  as 
that  which  he  had  heard  every  day  in  Mr.  Toil’s  school-room,  out 
of  Mr.  Toil’s  own  mouth.  And,  turning  his  eyes  to  the  captain 
of  the  company,  what  should  he  see  but  the  very  image  of  old 
15  Mr.  Toil  himself,  with  a  smart  cap  and  feather  on  his  head,  a 
pair  of  gold  epaulets  on  his  shoulders,  a  laced  coat  on  his  back, 
a  purple  sash  round  his  waist,  and  a  long  sword,  instead  of  a 
birch  rod,  in  his  hand.  And  though  he  held  his  head  so  high, 
and  strutted  like  a  turkey-cock,  still  he  looked  quite  as  ugly  and 
20  disagreeable  as  when  he  was  hearing  lessons  in  the  school-room. 

“This  is  certainly  old  Mr.  Toil,”  said  Daffydowndilly,  in  a 
trembling  voice.  “Let  us  run  away,  for  fear  he  should  make  us 
enlist  in  his  company !” 

“You  are  mistaken  again,  my  little  friend,”  replied  the 
25  stranger,  very  composedly.  “This  is  not  Mr.  Toil,  the  school¬ 
master,  but  a  brother  of  his,  who  has  served  in  the  army  all  his 
life.  People  say  he  ’s  a  terribly  severe  fellow;  but  you  and  I 
need  not  be  afraid  of  him.” 

“Well,  well,”  said  little  Daffydowndilly,  “but,  if  you  please, 
30  sir,  I  don’t  want  to  see  the  soldiers  any  more.” 

So  the  child  and  the  stranger  resumed  their  journey;  and,  by 
and  by,  they  came  to  a  house  by  the  roadside,  where  a  number 
of  people  were  making  merry.  Young  men  and  rosy-cheeked 
girls,  with  smiles  on  their  faces,  were  dancing  to  the  sound  of  a 
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fiddle.  It  was  the  pleasantest  sight  that  Daffydowndilly  had  yet 
met  with,  and  it  comforted  him  for  all  his  disappointments. 

“Oh,  let  ns  stop  here,”  cried  he  to  his  companion;  “for  Mr. 
Toil  will  never  dare  to  show  his  face  where  there  is  a  fiddler,  and 
5  where  people  are  dancing  and  making  merry.  We  shall  be  quite 
safe  here  1” 

But  these  last  words  died  away  upon  Daffydowndilly’s  tongue ; 
for,  happening  to  cast  his  eyes  on  the  fiddler,  whom  should  he 
behold  again  but  the  likeness  of  Mr.  Toil,  holding  a  fiddle-bow 
1°  instead  of  a  birch  rod,  and  flourishing  it  with  as  much  ease 
and  dexterity  as  if  he  had  been  a  fiddler  all  his  life !  He  had 
somewhat  the  air  of  a  Frenchman,  but  still  looked  exactly  like 
the  old  schoolmaster;  and  Da  fly  do  wndilly  even  fancied  that  he 
nodded  and  winked  at  him,  and  made  signs  for  him  to  join  in 
15  the  dance. 

“Oh,  dear  me !”  whispered  he,  turning  pale.  “It  seems  as 
if  there  was  nobody  but  Mr.  Toil  in  the  world.  Who  could  have 
thought  of  his  playing  on  a  fiddle !” 

“This  is  not  your  old  schoolmaster,”  observed  the  stranger, 
20  “but  another  brother  of  his,  who  was  bred  in  France,  where  he 
learned  the  profession  of  a  fiddler.  He  is  ashamed  of  his 
family,  and  generally  calls  himself  Monsieur  le  Plaisir;  but  his 
real  name  is  Toil,  and  those  who  have  known  him  best  think 
him  still  more  disagreeable  than  his  brothers.” 

25  “Pray  let  us  go  a  little  farther,”  said  Daffydowndilly.  “I 
don’t  like  the  looks  of  this  fiddler  at  all.” 

Well,  thus  the  stranger  and  little  Daffydowndilly  went  wan¬ 
dering  along  the  highway,  and  in  shady  lanes,  and  through 
pleasant  villages ;  and  whithersoever  they  went,  behold !  there 
30  was  the  image  of  old  Mr.  Toil.  He  stood  like  a  scarecrow7  in  the 
cornfields.  If  they  entered  a  house,  he  sat  in  the  parlor;  if 
they  peeped  into  the  kitchen,  he  wTas  there.  He  made  himself 
at  home  in  every  cottage,  and  stole,  under  one  disguise  or  an¬ 
other,  into  the  most  splendid  mansions.  Everywhere  there  was 
35  sure  to  be  somebody  wearing  the  likeness  of  Mr.  Toil,  and  wdio, 
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as  the  stranger  affirmed,  was  one  of  the  old  schoolmaster's 
innumerable  brethren. 

Little  Daffydowndilly  was  almost  tired  to  death,  when  he  per¬ 
ceived  some  people  reclining  lazily  in  a  shady  place,  by  the  side 
5  of  the  road.  The  poor  child  entreated  his  companion  that  they 
might  sit  down  there,  and  take  some  repose. 

“Old  Mr.  Toil  will  never  come  here,”  said  he;  “for  he  hates 
to  see  people  taking  their  ease.” 

But,  even  while  he  spoke,  Daffydowndilly’s  eyes  fell  upon  a 
10  person  who  seemed  the  laziest,  and  heaviest,  and  most  torpid  of 
all  those  lazy  and  heavy  and  torpid  people  who  had  lain  down 
to  sleep  in  the  shade.  Who  should  it  be,  again,  but  the  very 
image  of  Mr.  Toil ! 

“There  is  a  large  family  of  these  Toils,”  remarked  the  stran- 
15  ger.  “This  is  another  of  the  old  schoolmaster’s  brothers,  who 
was  bred  in  Italy,  where  he  acquired  very  idle  habits,  and  goes 
by  the  name  of  Signor  Far  Mente.  He  pretends  to  lead  an 
easy  life,  but  is  really  the  most  miserable  fellow  in  the  family.” 

“Oh,  take  me  back ! — take  me  back !”  cried  poor  little  Daffy- 
20  downdilly,  bursting  into  tears.  “If  there  is  nothing  but  Toil 
all  the  world  over,  I  may  just  as  well  go  back  to  the  school- 
house  !” 

“Yonder  it  is, — there  is  the  school-house !”  said  the  stranger ; 
for  though  he  and  little  Daffydowndilly  had  taken  a  great  many 
25  steps,  they  had  traveled  in  a  circle  instead  of  a  straight  line. 
“Come;  we  will  go  back  to  school  together.” 

There  was  something  in  his  companion’s  voice  that  little 
Daffydowndilly  now  remembered,  and  it  is  strange  that  he  had 
not  remembered  it  sooner.  Looking  up  into  his  face,  behold ! 
30  there  again  was  the  likeness  of  old  Mr.  Toil;  so  that  the  poor 
child  had  been  in  company  with  Toil  all  day,  even  while  he  was 
doing  his  best  to  run  away  from  him.  Some  people,  to  whom  I 
have  told  little  Daffydowndilly’s  story,  are  of  opinion  that  old 
Mr.  Toil  was  a  magician,  and  possessed  the  power  of  multiplying 
35  himself  into  as  many  shapes  as  he  saw  fit. 
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Be  this  as  it  may,  little  Daffydowndilly  had  learned  a  good 
lesson,  and  from  that  time  forward  was  diligent  at  his  task, 
because  he  knew  that  diligence  is  not  a  whit  more  toilsome  than 
sport  or  idleness.  And  when  he  became  better  acquainted  with 
5  Mr.  Toil,  he  began  to  think  that  his  ways  were  not  so  very  dis¬ 
agreeable,  and  that  the  old  schoolmaster’s  smile  of  approbation 
made  his  face  almost  as  pleasant  as  even  that  of  Daffydown- 
dilly’s  mother. 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 
Notes  and  Questions 


Why  was  Daffydowndilly  so 
named? 

Do  you  think  he  disliked  school 
because  of  work  or  because  of 
Mr.  Toil? 

Why  do  you  think  so?  Dead  sen¬ 
tences  that  tell  you. 

What  was  his  purpose  in  running 
away  from  school? 

WTho  joined  him? 

On  their  way  they  met  several 
groups  of  workers.  What  hap¬ 
pened  in  each  case? 

What  conclusion  did  Daffydown¬ 
dilly  finally  make?  Read  the 
lines  that  tell  you. 

Do  you  think  everyone  should  do 
his  part  of  the  world’s  work? 


Why  should  we  learn  to  enjoy 
work? 

Do  you  think  Mr.  Toil  was  a  real 
person? 

What  was  Hawthorne’s  purpose 
in  writing  this  story? 

Which  of  all  the  experiences  that 
Daffydowndilly  had  in  his  walk 
with  the  stranger  surprised  him 
him  most? 

Has  it  ever  been  your  own  expe¬ 
rience  that  the  mere  seeking  of 
pleasure  has  proved  tiresome? 

Do  you  know  anyone  who  finds 
real  pleasure  in  doing  work 
that  might  prove  uninteresting 
and  tedious  to  you? 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 


“stalked” 

“sedate” 

1  ‘  ugly-visaged  ’  ’ 


4  4  ingenuous 1  ’ 

4 4  innumerable 9 1 
4  4  magician” 


/ 
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THE  FOUNTAIN 
James  Russell  Lowell 

1 

Into  the  sunshine, 

Full  of  the  light, 

Leaping  and  flashing 
From  morn  till  night ! 

2 

Into  the  moonlight, 

Whiter  than  snow, 

Waving  so  flower-like 
When  the  winds  blow ! 

3 

Into  the  starlight, 

Rushing  in  spray, 

Happy  at  midnight. 

Happy  by  day! 

4 

Ever  in  motion. 

Blithesome  and  cheery. 

Still  climbing  heavenward, 
Never  aweary; — 

5 

Glad  of  all  weathers. 

Still  seeming  best, 

Upward  or  downward, 
Motion  thy  rest ; — 
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6 

Full  of  a  nature 
Nothing  can  tame 
Changed  every  moment, 
Ever  the  same ; — 


Ceaseless  aspiring, 
Ceaseless  content, 
Darkness  or  sunshine 
Thy  element; — 


8 

Glorious  fountain ! 

Let  my  heart  be 
Fresh,  changeful,  constant, 
Upward,  like  thee ! 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 
Notes  and  Questions 


What  picture  does  the  first  stanza 
give  you?  The  second?  The 
third? 

Are  the  pictures  Lowell  gives  of 
the  fountain  good  ones? 

Which  do  you  like  best? 

Read  the  stanza  that  names  the 
fountain’s  characteristics. 

To  what  does  the  poet  compare 
the  fountain? 


In  what  qualities  would  Lowell 
have  his  heart  like  the  foun¬ 
tain? 

What  do  you  think  of  this  com¬ 
parison? 

Which  of  these  qualities  do  you 
like  best? 

Who  is  addressed  in  the  last 
stanza  ? 

Which  stanza  do  you  like  best? 


Words  and 

‘  ‘  Leaping  and  flashing  ’  ’ 
‘ 1  Motion  they  rest” 

‘ 1  Ceaseless  aspiring” 


Phrases  for  Discussion 

“Thy  element” 
“Blithesome” 
“Ever  the  same” 
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LONGING 

James  Bussell  Lowell 

1 

Of  all  the  myriad  moods  of  mind 

That  through  the  soul  come  thronging, 
Which  one  was  e’er  so  dear,  so  kind. 

So  beautiful  as  Longing  ? 

The  thing  we  long  for,  that  we  are 
For  one  transcendent  moment, 

Before  the  Present  poor  and  bare 
Can  make  its  sneering  comment. 

2 

Still,  through  our  paltry  stir  and  strife, 
Glows  down  the  wished  Ideal, 

And  Longing  moulds  in  clay  what  Life 
Carves  in  the  marble  Eeal ; 

To  let  the  new  life  in,  we  know, 

Desire  must  ope  the  portal ; — 

Perhaps  the  longing  to  be  so 
Helps  make  the  soul  immortal. 

3 

Longing  is  God’s  fresh  heavenward  will 
With  our  poor  earthward  striving ; 

We  quench  it  that  we  may  be  still 
Content  with  merely  living ; 

But,  would  we  learn  that  heart’s  full  scope 
Which  we  are  hourly  wronging, 

Our  lives  must  climb  from  hope  to  hope 
And  realize  our  longing. 


The  Pumpkin 
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4 

Ah  !  let  us  hope  that  to  our  praise 
Good  God  not  only  reckons 
The  moments  when  we  tread  his  ways, 
But  when  the  spirit  beckons, — 

That  some  slight  good  is  also  wrought 
Beyond  self-satisfaction. 

When  we  are  simply  good  in  thought, 
Howe’er  we  fail  in  action. 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 


Notes  an 

What  value  to  us  are  our  long¬ 
ings? 

Bead  the  line  that  tells  how  we 
“let  the  new  life  in.” 

Why  must  we  “realize  our  long¬ 
ing”? 

How  does  Lowell  value  being 

Words  and  Phra 

“myriad  woods’ 1 
“earthward  striving” 


Questions 

“simply  good  in  thought”? 
What  is  better  than  being  “sim¬ 
ply  good  in  thought”? 

Why  did  Lowell  value  longing  so 
highly? 

What  longings  have  you  had  that 
made  you  better? 

is  for  Discussion 

“carves  in  the  marble  Real” 

“climb  from  hope  to  hope” 


THE  PUMPKIN 

JOHN  GREEXLEAF  WHITTIER 

1 

0,  Greenly  and  fair  in  the  lands  of  the  sun, 

The  vines  of  the  gourd  and  the  rich  melon  run, 

And  the  rock  and  the  tree  and  the  cottage  enfold, 

With  broad  leaves  all  greenness  and  blossoms  all  gold, 
Like  that  which  o’er  Nineveh's  prophet  once  grew, 
While  he  waited  to  know  that  his  warning  was  true, 
And  longed  for  the  storm-cloud,  and  listened  in  vain 
For  the  rush  of  the  whirlwind  and  red  tire-rain. 
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2 

On  the  banks  of  the  Xenil  the  dark  Spanish  maiden 
Comes  np  with  the  fruit  of  the  tangled  vine  laden; 

And  the  Creole  of  Cuba  laughs  out  to  behold 
Through  orange-leaves  shining  the  broad  spheres  of  gold; 

Yet  with  dearer  delight  from  his  home  in  the  North, 

On  the  fields  of  his  harvest  the  Yankee  looks  forth, 

Where  crook-necks  are  coiling  and  yellow  fruit  shines, 

And  the  sun  of  September  melts  down  on  his  vines. 

3 

Ah !  on  Thanksgiving  day,  when  from  East  and  from  West, 
From  North  and  from  South  come  the  pilgrim  and  guest. 
When  the  gray-haired  New-Englander  sees  round  his  board 
The  old  broken  links  of  affection  restored, 

When  the  care-wearied  man  seeks  his  mother  once  more, 

And  the  worn  matron  smiles  where  the  girl  smiled  before, 
What  moistens  the  lip  and  what  brightens  the  eye? 

What  calls  back  the  past,  like  the  rich  Pumpkin  pie? 

4 

0, — fruit  loved  of  boyhood  ! — the  old  days  recalling, 

When  wood-grapes  were  purpling  and  brown  nuts  were  falling ! 
When  wild,  ugly  faces  we  carved  in  its  skin, 

Glaring  out  through  the  dark  with  a  candle  within ! 

When  we  laughed  round  the  corn-heap,  with  hearts  all  in  tune. 
Our  chair  a  broad  pumpkin, — our  lantern  the  moon, 

Telling  tales  of  the  fairy  who  traveled  like  steam, 

In  a  pumpkin-shell  coach,  with  two  rats  for  her  team ! 

5 

Then  thanks  for  thy  present ! — none  sweeter  or  better 
EYr  smoked  from  an  oven  or  circled  a  platter ! 

Fairer  hands  never  wrought  at  a  pastry  more  fine, 

Brighter  eyes  never  watched  o’er  its  baking,  than  thine ! 

And  the  prayer,  which  my  mouth  is  too  full  to  express. 


All's  Well 
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Swells  my  heart  that  thy  shadow  may  never  be  less, 
That  the  days  of  thy  lot  may  be  lengthened  below, 
And  the  fame  of  thy  worth  like  a  pumpkin-vine  grow, 
And  thy  life  be  as  sweet,  and  its  last  sunset  sky 
Golden-tinted  and  fair  as  thy  own  Pumpkin  pie ! 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 

Notes  and  Questions 


Which  line  tells  where  the  gourd 
and  melon  vines  are  found? 
Which  line  tells  that  the  Yankee 
delights  in  his  pumpkin  crop? 
What  “  calls  back  the  past” 
Thanksgiving  day? 


Why  does  boyhood  love  the  pump¬ 
kin? 

Read  the  poet’s  prayer. 

What  is  compared  to  the  pumpkin 
pie  in  the  last  stanza? 


on 

Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 


“links  of  affection”  “care-wearied”  “crook-necks” 


ALUS  WELL 


John  Greenleaf  Whittier 


The  clouds,  which  rise  with  thunder,  slake 
Our  thirsty  souls  with  rain; 

The  blow  most  dreaded  falls  to  break 
From  off  our  limbs  a  chain ; 

And  wrongs  of  man  to  man  but  make 
The  love  of  God  more  plain. 

As  through  the  shadowy  lens  of  even 
The  eye  looks  farthest  into  heaven 
On  gleams  of  star  and  depths  of  blue 
The  glaring  sunshine  never  knew ! 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 


Notes  and 

How  do  clouds  “which  rise  with 
thunder”  appear? 

What  feeling  do  they  inspire? 

What  do  these  clouds  bring? 


Questions 

What  is  the  “shadowy  lens  of 
even”? 

When  does  the  eye  look  “farthest 
into  heaven”? 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 

‘ 1  depths  of  blue 1  ’ 


“wrongs  of  man  to  man” 
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LEXINGTON 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes 

1 

Slowly  the  mist  o’er  the  meadow  was  creeping, 

Bright  on  the  dewy  buds  glistened  the  sun, 

When  from  his  couch,  while  his  children  were  sleeping, 
Bose  the  bold  rebel  and  shouldered  his  gun. 

Waving  her  golden  veil 
Over  the  silent  dale. 

Blithe  looked  the  morning  on  cottage  and  spire; 
Hushed  was  his  parting  sigh, 

While  from  his  noble  eye 
Flashed  the  last  sparkle  of  liberty’s  fire. 

2 

On  the  smooth  green  where  the  fresh  leaf  is  springing 
Calmly  the  first-born  of  glory  have  met ; 

Hark !  the  death-volley  around  them  is  ringing ! 

Look !  with  their  life-blood  the  young  grass  is  wet ! 
Faint  is  the  feeble  breath, 

Murmuring  low  in  death, 

“Tell  to  our  sons  how  their  fathers  have  died 
Nerveless  the  iron  hand, 

Baised  for  its  native  land, 

Lies  by  the  weapon  that  gleams  at  its  side. 

3 

0 

Over  the  hillsides  the  wild  knell  is  tolling. 

From  their  far  hamlets  the  yeomanry  come ; 

As  through  the  storm-clouds  the  thunder-burst  rolling, 
Circles  the  beat  of  the  mustering  drum. 


Lexington 
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Fast  on  the  soldier’s  path 
Darken  the  waves  of  wrath, 

Long  have  they  gathered  and  lond  shall  they  fall ; 
Eed  glares  the  musket’s  flash, 

Sharp  rings  the  rifle’s  crash. 

Blazing  and  clanging  from  thicket  and  wall. 

4 

Gayly  the  plume  of  the  horseman  was  dancing, 
Never  to  shadow  his  cold  brow  again; 

Proudly  at  morning  the  war-steed  was  prancing, 
Peeking  and  panting  he  droops  on  the  rein ; 

Pale  is  the  lip  of  scorn, 

Voiceless  the  trumpet  horn. 

Torn  is  the  silken-fringed  red  cross  on  high ; 

Many  a  belted  breast 
Low  on  the  turf  shall  rest, 

Ere  the  dark  hunters  the  herd  have  past  by. 

5 

Snow-girdled  crags  where  the  hoarse  wind  is  raving, 
Pocks  where  the  weary  floods  murmur  and  wail, 
Wilds  where  the  fern  by  the  furrow  is  waving. 

Peeled  with  the  echoes  that  rode  on  the  gale ; 

Far  as  the  tempest  thrills 
Over  the  darkened  hills, 

Far  as  the  sunshine  streams  over  the  plain, 

Poused  by  the  tyrant  band, 

Woke  all  the  mighty  land, 
trirded  for  battle,  from  mountain  to  main. 

6 

Green  be  the  graves  where  her  martyrs  are  lying ! 

Shroudless  and  tombless  they  sunk  to  their  rest, — 
While  o’er  their  ashes  the  starry  fold  flying 

Wraps  the  proud  eagle  they  roused  from  his  nest. 
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Borne  on  her  northern  pine, 

Long  o’er  the  foaming  brine 
Spread  her  broad  banner  to  storm  and  to  sun ; 

Heaven  keep  her  ever  free, 

Wide  as  o’er  land  and  sea 
Floats  the  fair  emblem  her  heroes  have  won. 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 

Historical:  The  battle  of  Lexington  took  place  April  19th,  1775. 
It  was  the  beginning  of  the  war  for  independence.  The  mother 
country  had  imposed  unjust  and  burdensome  laws  upon  the  colonists, 
some  of  which,  notably  the  tax  on  tea,  was  resisted  by  them.  To 
enforce  these  laws  the  British  Government  had  sent  troops  to  Bos¬ 
ton  under  the  command  of  General  Gates,  who,  hearing  that  the 
Americans  had  collected  powder,  shot,  and  muskets  at  Concord,  sent 
a  force  of  soldiers  to  seize  these  supplies.  Paul  Bevere  was  sent 
to  warn  the  two  leaders,  Samuel  Adams  and  John  Hancock,  and  to 
give  “his  cry  of  alarm  to  every  Middlesex  village  and  farm. 99 

“It  was  one  by  the  village  clock 
When  he  galloped  into  Lexington 

It  was  two  by  the  village  clock 
When  he  came  to  the  bridge  in  Concord  town.” 


When  the  British  soldiers,  called  regulars,  reached  Lexington, 
they  found  some  minute-men  drawn  up  on  the  green  by  the  meet¬ 
ing-house.  The  British  officer  ordered  them  to  throw  down  their 
arms  and  disperse,  but  they  stood  still.  Then  he  ordered  his  men 
to  fire  and  several  were  killed  or  wounded.  The  regulars  marched 
to  Concord,  where  the  minute-men  were  drawn  up  “by  the  rude 
bridge.”  Here  they  destroyed  some  of  the  stores  and  then  started 
back  to  Boston.  On  the  way  they  were  fired  upon  by  farmers  and 
minute-men  from  behind  houses  and  barns,  trees  and  stone  walls. 
Holmes  tries  in  this  poem  to  give  us  a  picture  of  the  contest  at 
Lexington. 

Notes  and  Questions 


Where  is  Lexington? 

When  did  the  Battle  of  Lexington 
occur? 


What  made  this  a  famous  battle? 
Who  is  meant  by  the  “bold 
rebel”? 


Contentment 
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To  what  is  the  beat  of  the  drum 
compared  in  the  third  stanza? 
What  word  in  the  third  stanza  re¬ 
fers  to  the  American  volun¬ 
teers? 

To  whom  does  the  word  “sol¬ 
dier”  in  the  same  stanza  refer? 
Find  something  in  the  fourth 
stanza  which  tells  you  that  the 
“horseman”  was  a  British 
soldier. 

Bead  the  lines  w*hich  tell  how  far 

Words  and  Phra 

“first-born  of  glory” 

“foaming  brine” 

“far  hamlets” 

1 1  mountain  to  main  ’ 9 
“silken  fringed  red  cross” — the 
English  flag 


the  echoes  of  the  battle  were 
heard. 

Does  the  word  “echoes”  as  used 
here  mean  the  sounds  of  the 
battle  or  the  news  of  the 
battle? 

To  what  word  in  the  fifth  stanza 
does  the  word  “her”  in  the 
last  stanza  refer? 

Who  are  “her  martyrs”? 

What  is  the  “starry  fold”? 

What  is  the  “fair  emblem  her 
heroes  have  won”? 

*  for  Discussion 

“belted  breast” — refers  to  the 
belt  from  which  the  sword 
hung 

1 1  the  proud  eagle  they  roused 
from  his  nest” — freedom 


CONTENTMENT 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes 

“Man  wants  but  little  here  below.” 

1 

Little  I  ask ;  my  wants  are  few ; 

I  only  wish  a  hut  of  stone, 

(A  very  plain  brown  stone  will  do,) 
That  I  may  call  my  own : — 
And  close  at  hand  is  such  a  one, 

In  yonder  street  that  fronts  the  sun. 

2 

Plain  food  is  quite  enough  for  me ; 
Three  courses  are  as  good  as  ten; — 
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If  Nature  can  subsist  on  three, 

Thank  Heaven  for  three.  Amen  ! 

I  always  thought  cold  victuals  nice ; — 

My  choice  would  be  vanilla-ice. 

3 

I  care  not  much  for  gold  or  land ; — 

Give  me  a  mortgage  here  and  there, — 
Some  good  bank-stock, — some  note  of  hand, 
Or  trifling  railroad  share ; — 

I  only  ask  that  Fortune  send 
A  little  more  than  I  shall  spend. 

4 

Honors  are  silly  toys,  I  know, 

And  titles  are  but  empty  names ; — 

I  would,  perhaps,  be  Plenipo, — 

But  only  near  St.  J ames ; — 

Pm  very  sure  I  should  not  care 
To  fill  our  Gubernator’s  chair. 

5 

Jewels  are  baubles  ?tis  a  sin 

To  care  for  such  unfruitful  things ; — 

One  good-sized  diamond  in  a  pin, — 

Some  not  so  large,  in  rings, — 

A  ruby,  and  a  pearl,  or  so, 

Will  do  for  me; — I  laugh  at  show\ 

6 

My  dame  should  dress  in  cheap  attire ; 
(Good,  heavy  silks  are  never  dear;) 


Contentment 
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I  own  perhaps  I  might  desire 

Some  shawls  of  true  cashmere, — 
Some  marrowy  crapes  of  China  silk. 
Like  wrinkled  skins  on  scalded  milk. 


I  would  not  have  the  horse  I  drive 

So  fast  that  folks  must  stop  and  stare; 
An  easy  gait — two,  forty-five — 

Suits  me:  I  do  not  care; — 

Perhaps  for  just  a  single  spurt. 

Some  seconds  less  would  do  no  hurt. 

8 

Of  pictures  I  should  like  to  own 

Titians  and  Baphaels  three  or  four, — 

I  love  so  much  their  style  and  tone, — 

One  Turner,  and  no  more, — 

(A  landscape, — foreground  golden  dirt, 
The  sunshine  painted  with  a  squirt.) 

9 

Of  books  but  few, — some  fifty  score 
For  daily  use,  and  bound  for  wear; 

The  rest  upon  an  upper  floor ; — 

Some  little  luxury  there 
Of  red  morocco’s  gilded  gleam, 

And  vellum  rich  as  country  cream. 

10 

Busts,  cameos,  gems, — such  things  as  these, 
Which  others  often  show  for  pride, 

/  value  for  their  power  to  please. 

And  selfish  churls  deride  : — 

One  Stradivarius,  I  confess, 

Two  Meerschaums,  T  would  fain  possess. 
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11 

Wealth5s  wasteful  tricks  I  will  not  learn, 
Xor  ape  the  glittering  upstart  fool; — 
Shall  not  carved  tables  serve  my  turn, 
But  all  must  be  of  buhl? 

Give  grasping  pomp  its  double  share, — 

I  ask  but  one  recumbent  chair. 


12 

Thus  humble  let  me  live  and  die, 
Xor  long  for  Midas5  golden  touch. 
If  Heaven  more  generous  gifts  deny, 
I  shall  not  miss  them  m  uch , — 
Too  grateful  for  the  blessing  lent 
Of  simple  tastes  and  minds  content ! 


HELPS  TO  STUDY 


Notes  and 

With  what  statement  does  the 
first  stanza  open? 

How  is  this  statement  contra¬ 
dicted  in  the  same  stanza? 

With  what  statement  does  the 
second  stanza  open? 

What  do  the  words  “cold  vic¬ 
tuals’ ?  usually  mean? 

What  seems  to  be  the  poet’s  idea 
of  “cold  victuals”? 

Find  a  statement  in  each  stanza 
which  is  contradicted  by  other 


Questions 

statements  in  the  same  stanza. 

What  does  the  poet  say  of  his 
wants  in  the  first  line  of  the 
poem? 

What  have  you  learned  of  his 
wants  from  the  succeeding 
lines  of  the  poem? 

For  what  does  he  say  that  he  is 
grateful ? 

What  are  “simple  tastes”? 

What  do  you  think  was  his  pur¬ 
pose  in  writing  this  poem? 


Words  and  Phrases  for  Discussion 


1 1  Plenipo  ’  ’=Ambassador 
“St.  James ”=The  British  court 
1 1  Gubernator  ’  ’=governor 
“Raphael,”  “Titian,”  “Tur¬ 
ner” — were  great  painters 


“  Stradivarius  ”=the  maker  of 
famous  violins 

“  buhl  ”=yellow  or  white  metal 
or  tortoise  shell  inlaid  in  mosaic 
patterns  in  furniture 
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